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INTRODUCTION. 



Feople love tbeir home-songs. No man is so intellectually prood as to ignore one of these, if it b« 
of his nation and beloved by his people. The man whose eyes are made moist by the dear old folk-song 
is no weakling — he is every inch a man. 

The re-pnblicatlon of a book of characteristic and genuine Scotch songs — songs that a whole na- 
tion loves, snch as this volume offers, will be warmly welcomed by everyone. 

Let American-born people, especially the younger generation, examine this admirable collection, and 
they will be pleased and interested. Taken in connection with a reading of Scottish history the book 
will be very serviceable; for what is more suggestive of the manners and customs of the people of a 
country, its peasantry or its peers, than these dear '' auld Scotch sangs V^ 

As to the pathetic and the tenderly loving, we search in vain among the folk-songs of other nations 
for the counterparts of "I'm wearin' awa', Jean,'' and "John Anderson, my Jo." We find nothing to 
surpass "Tak' your auld cloak about ye," as an expression of quiet domestic drollery; and nothing in 
simple song is more dramatic than " Auld Robin Oray." 

But to specify, where the collection of songs is so large and varied, would be no easy task. It i& 
sufficient to say that the best songs of Scotland are to be found in this book. The immortal poet. Burns, 
who united so many verses to the melodies of his land; the greatest of romancers, Sir Walter Scott; the 
"Ettrick Shepherd" (James Hogg); and Lady Nairne, Robert Tannahill, Allan Cunningham and many 
others, are represented. The old, historic, genuinely representative songs of Scotland are, of course, abund- 
ant also; and the book is as complete and satisfactory as could be desbed. 

The songs have been carefully revised; and wherever an explanatory note was necessary, a biograph- 
ical account of authors procurable, or an historical account requisite and Interesting, the same has been 
given. 

There is no other book of Scotch songs published in this country containing words and music com- 
plete, which gives such a variety of historical and biographical data, as does this revised collection, ( which 
retains the title of its predecessor, "Oems of Scottish Song"). 

In most of the old editions of these songs the airs were in many instances placed too high in pitch for 
the ordinary voice; and in many instances the accompaniments were crude and inartistic. The songs in 
this edition are in keys suited to the average voice; and the accompaniments, while not inappropriately 
elaborate, are somewhat more in keeping with the requirements of modem taste. 

To William R. Smith, Superintendent of the National Botanical Oarden, Washington, D. C. ( him- 
self a descendant of an illustrious Scottish family ) we are indebted for valuable hints and suggestions, 
and for the use of rare Scotch books from his library, which is the most extensive of its kind in America, 

(Ul) 



!▼ INTRODUCTION. 

Also to James Oill, of Ohi^ago, the eminent composer and teacher, and one of the leading anthorities on 
Scotch music in this country, we are beholden for much Taloable aid and advice. 

We have endeavored to improve this volume of songs, so that, ( if indeed such a thing were posai- 
ble,) they might become yet more pleasing to Scottish people, and further attractive to all others. 
And may the book find a welcome among all who love the land where 

'^The thistle wags upon the fields 

Where Wallace bore bis blade. 
That gave her foemen's dearest bluid 

To die her auld gray plaid. 
And looking to the lift, my lads, 

He sang this doughty glee, 
*Auld Scotland's right, and Scotland's mighty 

And Scotland's hills for me;' 
1 11 drink a cup to Scotland yet, 

Wi' a' the honours three." 

THE EDITOR AND PUBLISHERS. 
BoiroN, 1894. 
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A\ all 

Ae, one 

Aboon, above 

Afore, before 

Aft, often 

A/ten, often 

Ahint, behind 

Aikf oak 

Ain, own [ in hiring 

Airl-penny, a coin given as earnest 

Airt, direction 

AJee, ajar 

Alowe, in a flame 

Amang, among 

An, if 

Ance, once 

Anither, another 

Ase, ashes 

Asklent, askance 

Atioeen, between 

Aucht, eight 

Auld, old 

Auldfaurenty old fashioned 

Ava, at all 

^toa', away 

Awmry, pantry 

AwmSi alms 

Ayontj beyond 

BairUf a child 

f^airnx, children 

Baith, both 

Bauld, bold 

Bauzandy a horse or a cow having a 

white spot on its forehead 
Beia, comfortable 
Beld, bald 

Berif in — see But and hen 
Ben, inner apartment 
Besom, hearth-brush 
Bicker, drinking vessel 
Bield, shelter, refuge, protection 
Bigglng, building 
Bike, wild bees* hive 
Bing^d, curtseyed 
Birk, birch 
Birken, birch-tree 
Birr, spirit 
Birrled, tossed 
Blate, bashful 
Blaw, blow 
Blear e* ed, dim-eyed 
BlearH, bedimmed 
Bleezintj, blazing 
BletfCrin, talking idly 
Blink, a little while, a smiling look, 

to look kindly, one sight 
Blinking smirking 
Bluid, blood T tiful 

Bonnie, or Bonny, handsome, beau- 
Bodin\ foretellmg 
Boortree, the elder tree 
Bothy, a highland cottage 
Brae, side of a hill 



Braw, fine, handsome 
Brawlie, perfectly, quite well 
Bree, water in which meat has been 

boiled 
Breeks, breeches 
Brent, smooth 
BuchU*, sheep pens 
Buckle, marry 
Buckle to, to get married 
Bught, a pen, a fold 
Bumbeea, humble-bees 
BuAk, dress 

Bueket-braw, well dressed [ ment 
But and ben, outer and inner apart- 
Buffy, chuboy 
Bumie, streamlet 
But, without 

Ca\ to call, to name, to drive 
Callan, a boy 

Caller, or Couler, fresh, sound 
Cam, come 

Cannie, gentle, mild, dexterous 
Cantie, or Canty, merry, cheerful 
Carle, an old man 
Car lie, a little boy 
Carline, a stout old woman 
Carry, the sky 

Ca^tock, the stock of a cabbage 
Cauld, cold 

Chanter, part of a bagpipe 
Chield, a young man 
Clachan, village 
Clankie, blow 
Claise, or Claee, clothes 
Claith, cloth 
Claymore, broadsword 
Cleed^ clothe 
Cleeka, hangs 

Clout, to laend.'— Clout, a blow 
Cluda, clouds 

Clutha, Gaelic title of the Clyde 
Cockemonie, dress cap worn by fe- 
males 
Cqft, bought 
Cog, a, wooden dish 
Coggie, a small-sized wooden dish 
Coof, a simpleton 
Coom, coal dust 
Coost, did cast 
Corrie, a hollow in a hill 
Courin, shivering 
Couthie, kind, loving 
Cowrin, cowering 
Covot, colt 
Cozle, snug 
Crack, to converse 
Crackin\ conversing 
Cragie, a crag 
Crap, crept 
Craws, crows 
Creel, a fish wife's basket 
Creepie, a low stool < 
Crony, comrade 



Croodle, to coo as a dove 

Croupe, proud 

Crummie, cow 

Cuif, a blockhead, a ninny, a fool 

Cuist, cast 

Dab, to peck, as a bird 

Daddie, a father 

Doffing, funning, making sport 

Dc^ft, merry, giddy, f oobsh 

Dang, overcame 

Daud, lump 

Dauner, walk slowly 

Daur, aare 

Daurntf, dare not 

Dawtif, a pet, a darling 

Deave, deaf, to make a noise 

Dee, die 

Deeing, dying 

Delve, dig 

Dibbled, planted 

Ding, knock, to push, to eclipse 

Dinna, do not 

Dochter, daughter 

Doited, stupid 

Dool, sorrow, grief 

Doon, down 

Douce, gentle, sober, wise, prudent 

Douff, pithless 

Doucely, quietly 

Dour, stubborn 

Dow, or Doo, a dove 

Dov^, or doi{f, pithless, lacking 

force, melancholy, exhausted 
Dowie, worn with grief, sleepy 
Downa, expressive of inability 
Drap, drop 
Dree, suffer 

Dreepin\ dropping or wet 
Drimlie, muddy 
Dringin*, singing slowly 
Drookit, drenched 
Drouth, thirst 
Duds, clothes 

DuinnewasHal,GsLelic for gentleman 
Dujit, knock 
Dunted, beat 

IPe, the eye 

Een, the eyes 

E'enin', evening 

Eerie, frightened, troubled 

Eild, old age 

En^ end 

Enew, enough 

Fa\ fall, lot, to fall 

Faes, foes 

Fain, happy, fond [anxious 

Fain, anxious — Fidging fain, very 

Fand, did find 

Farin\ food 

Fashious, troublesome 

Fasht, troubled 



VI 

Fauld, a fold; to fold 

FautHf faults 

Fearjvi\ liightful 

Fecht, to light 

Fee, hire 

Fen. to make shift 

Feriies, wonders 

Fidginyy uneasy 

Fient, Hend 

FiW, footfall 

Flee, fly 

Fleechj to supplicate, to coax 

Flunkien, servants in livery 

Fleg, a Irtght 

Forbye, besides 

Forgie, to forgive 

Forpitf a Scotch measure 

Fou, full, tipsy 

Foumart, a fox 

Fouthj lots 

-FVae, from 

Fraiae, cajoling - 

Fuffm\i ^ 

Fu\ full 

Gab, the mouth; to speak boldly or 
pei-tly 

Gabbing, speaking and chatting 

Gae, to go 

Gaed, went 

Gaen, or Gane, gone 

Oact, or Gate, way, manner, road 

Gang, to go, to walk 

Gar, to make, to force 

Gart, made 

Gaucy, jolly, large 

Gau><, going 

Gawky, foolish, romping 

Gear, riches, goods of any kind 

Gee, pet 

Ge'-ae, gi-ass 

Ghaist, a gliost 

Gie, to give 

Gied, gave 

Oicn, given 

GUpe'/, half -grown, half -informed 
boy or girl, hoyden 

Gin, if, against 

Glaiket, foolish, mad 

Glamour, the influence of a charm 

Gled, a hawk 

Gleg, quick, clear-sighted 

Glint, glance 

Oioam in', twilight 

GlowW, to stare, to look 

Goupina, handfuls 

Gowan, mountain or fleld daisy 

Gowd, gold 

Gowk, fool 

Grannie, grandmother 

Grat, wept 

Gravat a neck-tie 

Gree, pre-eminence 

Greet in\ crying, weeping 

Grint grasped 

Grup, grip 

Gude, good 

Guid e'en, good evening 

Guid-mo-nin\ good morning 

Guidman and Guidwife, the master 
and tliu mistress of the house 
— Younj Guidman and Young 
Guid'wife, a newly married pair 

Ouidtfather, and Guidmoiher, the fa- 
ther-in-law and the mother-in-law 

Quicker, grandsire 

Ha\ hall 

Hae, to have 

Haen, had 

Hofr/is, a kind of pudding 

fTaiW, whole 

Hairst, harvest 

Haleaome^ wholesome 

Eallan, cottage 



GLOSSARY 

Hame, home 

Hanael, luck-money 

Uap, to shield, to cover up 

Uapidty, hopping, lame 

Hai'um Hcarum, half -mad 

Haurh, a low flat piece of land 

Haud, hold 

Hawkie, cow with a white face 

Hawket crummie, white cow 

Hearst, hear it 

Hech! <»h, strange 

Heleh, high 

Uerrin\, herring 

Ilinnfy, honey 

IJirpling, creeping, walking slowly 

Hizzie, romping girl 

llool, husk 

Hoaeriit, stot kings 

Uowket, dug 

Howlet, owl 

Hunner, hundred 

Uurklin, cowering 

Ilk, each 
Ilka, every 
Ingle, fire-place 
Inglenide, nreside 
/'«e, I shall or will 
Ither, other, one another 

Jag, prick 

Jaad, jade 

Jaupit, bespattered 

Jee, change 

Jeel, jelly 

Jink^ to dodge, to turn suddenly 

round a corner 
Jo, sweetheart 
Jouka, — see Jinka 
Joyfu\ joyful 

Kail-yard, cabbage garden 

Kit me, comb 

Kthhuck, a cheese 

Keek, look; a peep; to peep 

Keeking -glaaa, looking-glass 

Ken, to know 

K>'nd, or Kent, knew 

Kenna, know not 

Kens, knows 

Kepa, catches 

Kilt, a portion of the highland garb 

Kimmer, a young girl, a gossip 

Kin, kindred, relations 

Kintra, country 

Kim, a chum; the harvest supper 

Kiraen, to christen or baptize 

Kiat, chest 

Kittle, to tickle; ticklish 

Knowe, a small round hillock 

Kurtch, a linen cap 

Kye, cows 

Kyte, the belly 

Laddie, a boy; diminutive of lad 

Laigh, low 

Laith, unwilling 

Lane, lone — Jfy /anc, myself, alone 

Lanely, lonely 

Lang, long; to think long, to long, 
to weary 

Lap, leap 

Lauch, laugh 

Lave, the rest, the remainder, the 
others 

Laverock, the lark 

Law, low 

Leal, true 

Xear, learning 

Lee, an untruth 

i6f! Za"i7» livelong 

Leezeme, a phrase of congratula- 
tion ; I am happy in thee, or proud 
of thee 

Leugh laugh 



Leuk, a look; to look 

Licht, light 

Lift, sky 

Light lie, despise 

Lilt, a ballau, a tune; to sing 

Lilting, siugiiig 

Limmer, an abandoned female 

Linn, a waterlall, or the pool at the 

bottom of it 
Lintif, linnet 
Loaning, a broad lane 
Lo^e, love 
Lo'ed, loved 

Loo/, the ualm of your hand 
Loon, a wild young lad 
Loot, did let 
Loup, leap 
Luga, ears 
Lyart, old, thin 
XotDtf, flame 

Mae, more 

ifa/r', make 

Mailin, farm 

Jfair, more 

Maint, most 

Maintly, mostly 

ifauAin, a hare 

Maun, must 

ifaunna, must not 

Mark, a Scottish coin 

Marrow, equal, like 

Mat, may 

Maut, malt 

Mavia, the trush 

ifeM Jo An, the minister 

Micht, might 

Minnie, mother 

Mirk, dark 

Miachanter, misfortune 

Mither, mother 

Monnie, or Mony, many 

JVom', mouth 

Mou'Uwart, a mole 

Ifuc /p, ovMickle, great, big, muck 

Ji((M, must • 

Mudain, a basket 

Mutch, cap worn by females 

MyaeV, myself 

Na, no, not 

Nde, no, not any 

Naething, or Naitking, nothing 

Naig, a nag or horse 

Naigiea, horses 

NanCt none 

Neiri^'u\ handful 

Neuk, corner 

Neiat, next 

Nicht, night 

Nippin, piercing, or pinching 

Nip pit, pinch ea 

Nocht, nought 

Noo, now 

Nout-hom, cow-horn 

0\of 

O ercome, burden, as of a song 

Onie, any 

O't, of it 

Ouraebt, ourselves 

Owk, week 

Owre, often, too 

Otoflen, oxen 

Paika, knocks 

Pairtin\ parting 

Pappit dvun, popped down 

Parochin, parish 

Parritch, porridge, on an oatmeal 

pudding 
Pawky, sly or cunning 
Pe' Una, jewels 
Philabeg, the kilt 
Pibroch, pipe, tune 



Plackj an old Scottish coin 
Pleuchf plough 
Panther d, powdered 
Poto, head 
Pree to taste 
Pree'dj tasted 
Pu'd, pulled 
Puirtithy poverty 
Piiir, poor 

Quo, said 

Backle^handedj sti:ong-handed 

Baidy inroad, foray 

Bang, reigned 

Ba9hf a rush 

Box, fetch, reach 

Bede^ warn 

Beek, smoke 

Bifted, torn 

JBin, run 

J?ouf , the blowing of a horn 

Bouthj plenty 

Bubbitj rubbed 

Bung, a walking-stick 

5ae, so 

iSiift, soft 

8airj sore 

iSairty, sorely 

Sang, song 

iSarl:, shirt 

iSoMenac^, Saxon or lowlander 

Saiif, save 

Sautj salt 

iSer, self 

iS^anik, to depart or set off; a thin 

scranky leg, a handle 
Shauchled, ill or loosely shaped 
Shaw, a wood in a hollow puuse 
Shearing, reaping 
Sheene, shoes 
Sheiling, cot, a cottage 
Shill, shrill 
Sic, such 
Siccan, such 
iSi^/er, silver money 
Simmer, summer 
Sin\ since 

iSikaitA, to damage, to injure ; injury 
Skeigh, proud, nice, high mettled 
Skelp, to strike, to walk with a 

smart tripping step 
Skirling, shrieking, crying 
Skreigh, a scream; to scream 
Slaw, slow, dull 
Slee, sly 

SUekit, sleek, sly 
Slogan cry, war cry 
Sma\ small 
Smack, kiss 
Smoored, smothered 
Snaw, snow; to snow 
Snow-white, snow-white 
Snawy-drift, snow-drift 
Sognr, soldier 
Sonsy, stout, good looking 
Sotigh, the sighing of the wind 
QpaJe^ spake 



OLOSSABT. 

SpeePd, clamb 

Speir, ask 

Speired, inauired 

Spence, parlour 

Spurtle, a stick with which por- 
ridge is stirred when boiling 

Stane, stone 

Stant^, stony 

Stappit, stepped 

Stam or Stemie^ a star 

Steek, shut 

Steer, uproar; to stir 

Sten, leap, spring 
• Stended, strided or walked 

Staot, stout 

Stots, oxen 

Stoun, pang 

Stoufs, measures for holding liq- 
aids 

Stour, dust 

Stown, stolen 

Strathspey, a Scotch dance 

Sumph, fool 

Sunket8, left meat 

SwHrt, not caring 

Syne, then 

Taen, taken 
'Tak', to take 
Taikin', taking 
Tak' Unt, take heed 
Tane, tother, the one, the other 
Tapaalteerie, upside down 
Tent, caution, to take heed 
Thae, these 
Thegither, together 
ThemseU, themselves 
Thoct, thouelit 

Thowleas, cold, broken-hearted 
Thraw8, turns 
TilVt, to it 
Tine, to lose 
Tint, lost 
Ttther, the other 
Tittcrifi', giggling 
Tlttie, female cousin, sister 
Tittle, to whisper 
Tocher, marriage portion 
Toddlin, tottering 
Toom, empty 
Totting, a child^s run 
Trig, spruce, neat 
Trow, believe, know 
Tryst, cattle market; a meeting by 

appointment 
Twa, two 
Twa-three, a few 
Tyke, dog 
Tyne, lose 

Unco, strange 

Uncouth, very, very great, prodi- 
gious 

Wa', wall 
Wab, web 
Wad, would 
Waddin\ wedding 
Wadna, would not 



Woe, sorrowful 

Wa^u\ wailing, woeful 

Woes, woes 

Wair, to lay out, to expend 

Walth, plenty 

Wark, work 

Warld, world 

Warlock, wizard 

Worst, worst 

Warstle, wrestle 

Wat^e, know ye 

Waukin\ waking 

Waukrife, sleepless 

Waur, worse, to worst 

Wean, child 

Weary or fTearic, mony a wearjf 

body, many a different person 
Wede. weeded 
Wee, little 
Weel, well 
>rce(/'arc, welfare 
Weel waled, well chosen 
Ween, a vow — I ween, I wot 
fTee^ rain, wetness, dew 
Weir, war 
IFe*«e, we shall 
Who. who 
TFAaW(, who will 
Who wadna, who would not 
Whare, where 
Whigamore, a royalist 
WhUk, which 
Whisht, silence, 
Whisket, brushed past 
Whuds, runs nimbly 
Whup, whip 
Wi\ with 
TTilZowA, baskets 
Win\ wind 
IFinna, will not 
Winsome, hearty, gajr 
TFizend, wrinkled, withered, dried 

up 
Woo\ wool 

Woo, to court, to make love 
Wraith, an apparition exactly like 

a living person, the appearance 

of which is saia to forebode the 

person's death 
Wraag, wrong; to wrong 
Wud, mad, distracted 
Wussid, wished 
Wylie, cautious 
Wyte, blame 

Tade, pony 
Yammer, to grumble 
Ye'U, you wfll 
Ye'se, ye shall 
Yestreen, last night 
Yett, gate 
Fe're, ye have 
Yewes, ewes 
Yin, one 
Fird, earth 
YourseP, yourself 
Youthfu\ youthful 
Yule, Christinas 
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Bobt. Bums. (1760-1706) 
AUegretto. 



John Bruce. (DumMea. 1720) 
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1. First when Mag-gle was my care 

2. How we live, my Meg an' me, 
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in her air; Now we 're mar - ried speir nae mair, But 

how we gree, I care na by how few may see; Sae 



Heav'n 1 thought was 
How we love and 
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whis-tle o'er the lave 
whis-tle o'er the lave 



o't. Meg was meek and Meg was mild, Sweet and harmless as a cliild; 
o't. Wha, I wish were mag-got's meat,Dish'd up in her wind -in g sheet, 
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Wis - er men than 
I could write, but 



me' s be - guil'd ; Sae whis - tie o'er the lave o 't. 

Meg maun't see 't, Sae whis - tie o'er the lave o 't. 
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AiK — ••THE QUBBN (T THE LOTHIANS" 
BolMrt Bums. (1750-1706) 
AUegreUo, 





i^^j=£^^=^. 



^—^ 



^eSe 



down the laag glen. And salr wi* his love he dl<l deave mc; I 



P^^sF^=n=P"^ 
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^^^^^^^m 



said there was nae-thlti^ I 





ha- ted like men ;The deoce gMwlMilm to be-lieve me,be-lieve me.Tbe deooe gae wl* him to be-lleveme! 




2 He spak* o* the darts o' my bonnie black e'en, 
And vo w*d for my love he was deeln* ; 
I said he micht dee when he liked for Jean ; 
The guid-sakes forgl'e me for leeln*. forleeln*. 
The guid-sakes f orgl'e me for leeln* ! 

8 A weel-stockit mailln*, hlmsel* o't the laird, 
And marriage aff-hand was his proffer. 
I never loot on that I kenn*d it or cared ; 

But thoct I mlcht ha*e a waur offer, wanr offer, 
But thoct I mlcht ha'e a waur offer. 

4 Bat what do ye think. In a f ortnlcht or less — 
The dlel's in his taste to %\n% n*ir her I — 
He up the Gateslack to my black cousin Bess — 
Oness ye how, the Jand ! I could hear her, could 

bear her, 
Gaeas ye how, the Jand I I could bear her ! 



5 But a' the next week, as I fretted wi care, 
I gaed to the tryst o* Dalgarnock ; 
And wha ?)ut ray braw flckli wooir wa* ther*;? 
Wha glower*d as if he'd seen a warlock, a 

warlock, 
Wha glower'd as if he'd seen a warlock. 

6 But ower my left shoulder I gi'ed him a blink. 

Lest neebors mlcht say I was saucy; 
My wooer he caper'd as he'd been in drink. 
And vow'd that I was his dear lassie, dear 

lassie. 
And vow'd that I was his dear lassie. 

7 I speir'd for my cousin, fu* couthle and sweet. 

Gin she had recovered her heart n'? 
And how my auld shoon fitted her shaucled feet? 
Oude safe us ! how he fell a swearln', a swearin*. 
Oude safe us ! how he fell a swearln*. 



8 He begged for gudesake t I wad be his wife. 
Or else I wad kill him wi' sorrow ; 
Sae, e'en to preserve the puir body In life, 
I think I maun w »d hl'u to-morrow, to-morrow, 
T think T maun wed him to-morrow. 



EANTIN', EOYIN' ROBIN; 



THERE WAS A LAD WAS BORN IN KYLE* 



Robert Burns. (1760-1706) 
Moderat >. 
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was born in Kyle, But what - na day or what -na style. 
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doubt ii"s hard - ly worth the while To be sae nice 
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rov - in* boy. 
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2 Our monarch's hindmost year but ane 
Was five-and-twenty days begun, 
'T was then a blast o' Janwar* win* 
Blew hansel in on Robin. 

For Robin was a rovin* boy, etc. 

8 The gossip keelcit In his loof, 
Quo' she, wha lives will see the proof, . 
This waly boy will be nae coof , 
I think we*U ca* him Robin. 

For Robin was a rovin* boy, etc. 

* Written by ttie poet on his own birthday, Jan. 25, 1760. 



4 He*ll ha*e misfortunes great and sma*. 
But aye a heart aboon them a*; 
He'll be a credit till lis a', 

We'll a' be proud o* Robin. 

For Robin was a rovin* boy, etc. 

5 But sure as three times three mak' nine, 
I sec by ilka score and line. 

This chap will dearly like our kin', 
So leeze me on thee, Robin. 

For Robin was a rovin' boy, etc^ 



BE'S OWRE THE HILLS 



Author unknown 
Modtrato 
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I lo*e weel, He 's owre the hills we daiir - na nametHe's owre the hllU a - yont Dumblane, Wha 
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soon will get his welcome harae. 1. My fa-ther*s gane to fecht for him, My brith-ers win- na 

2. The Whigs may scoflT, the Whigs may jeer^Bntah ! that love maun 
8. His right these hills, his right these plains, 0*er Highland hearts se- 
4. Sae noble a look, and sae princely an air, Sae gallant and boUUsae 
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bide at hame, My mith- er greets and prays for them, And *deed she thinks they're no to blame, 
be sin-cere Which still keeps true what-e'er be -tide, An* for his sake leaves a' be -side, 
cure he reigns :¥niat lads e'er did, our lads will do, Were I a lad, I *d f ol - low him too. 
young and sae fair :0h Idid ye but see him ye*d do as we*ye done, Hear him hot ance,tohis stand-ard you 'II run. 
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AlfD YE SHALL WALK IN SILK ATTIEE 

SCOTCH VEKSION 



Susanna Blamlre ( 1747 — 1704 ) 
Andanlino. 
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1. And ye shall walk in 
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silk at - tire, and sil • ler lia*e to spare, 
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think on Do 



nald mair. O, wha wad buy a silk - en gown, Wi' a poor bro - ken 
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heart? . . Or what's to me a 



sil - ler crown,Gin frae my love I part? 
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2 The mind whose meanest wish is pure. 
Far dearer is to me ; 
And ere Fm f orc*d to break my faith 

m lay me down and dee. 
For I ha'e vow'd a virgin's vow 

My lover's fate to share : 
And he has gl'en to me his heart. 
And what can man do mair? 
And ye shall walk, etc. 



8 His mind and manners wan my heart, 
He gratefu' took the gift» 
And did I wish to see it back. 
It wad be waar than theft ; 
For langest life can ne'er repay 

The love he bears to me» 
And ere Vm f orc'd to break my faith 
111 lay me down and dee. 

And ye shall walk, etc. 



AND YE SHALL WALK IN SILK ATTIRE 
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D.S. al Fine and repeat Introduction. 




James Tjrtler 
Allegretto. 




I HA'E LAID A HERRIK' IN SAUT; 

OR, 

LASS, GIN YE LO'E ME, TELL ME NOO 
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I ha'e brew'd ft four-pit o' mftat. An' I eftn - oft come il - kft day to woo. 
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I ha*e a caaf that'll soon be a cow, Lass, g^n je lo*e me tell me noo ; 
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I ha'e a pig that'll soon be a sow, An' I can-na come II - ka day to woo. 
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2 I ha'e a hoase on yonder malr, 

Lass, gin ye lo'e me, tell me noo; 
Three sparrows may dance apon the floor 

An' I canna come Ilka day to woo. 
I ba'e a bat an' I ha'e a ben, 

Lass, gin ye lo'e me, tell me noo ; 
I hft'e three chickens an' a fat hen. 

An' I canna come ony mair to w4>o. 



8 I ba'e a hen wl' a happity leg, 

Lass, gin ye lo'e me, tell me noo; 
An' ilka day she lays me an egg. 

An* I canna come ilka day to woo. 
I ha'e a kebbuck on the shelf, 

Lass, gin ye lo'e me, tak' me noo; 
I canna eat It a* myself. 

An' I wlnna come ony.mair to woo. 



BRAW, BRAW LADS 

Air— »»GALLA WATER" 



Robert Burns. ',1759-1706) 
Larghelto. 
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1. Braw, braw lads on 

2. But there is ane, a 
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Yar - row braes, Ye 
se - cret ane, A 



wan - der thro* the 
boon them a' I 



bloom - Ing heath - er; But 
lo*e him bet - ter; And 



(i 



^ d I 



^ 



^£ 



^4^ 1^ 



«=J: 



te 



i=j 



=j^ 



-^-r- 



* 



^^ 



S 



f^ 



^ 



y— r^ 



=F=i^ 



:-t=: 



-^-T- 



^ 



^ 



Yar - row braes nor Et - trick shaws Can match the 
I '11 be hi», and he *ll be mine, The bon - nle 



lads o' Gal - la Wa- 
lad o* Gal - la Wa- 



ter, 
ter. 
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8 Although his daddie was nae laird. 
And though I haena meikle tocher, 
Yet rich In kindest, truest love, 
We 11 tent our flocks bj Galla Water. 

4 It ne'er was wealth, It ne'er was wealth. 

That coft contentment, peace, or pleasure; 
The bands and bliss o' mutual love, 
O that *s the chief est warld's treasure I 
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PIBROCH OF DOIS'UIL DHU' 

Sir Walter Boott. (1771—1882 ) 




1. Pl-broch of Don- uU Dhu, Pl-broch of Don - nil, Wake thy wild voice a-new,Sommon Clan Con - ull. 

2. Come from deep gleo, And from mountain so rock - y, The war-pipe and pen-non Are at Inver-loch - y ; 
tend - ed the herd, The flock without shelter ;LeaTe tbe corpse un-ln - terr'd, The bride at the al - tar; 
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Come a -way, come a -way. Hark to the sum-mons !Come In your war ar- ray, Gen- ties and com -monsl 
Come ey - *ry hUl-plald,and True heart that wears oue,Come ev- *ry steel blade,ud Strong band that bears one ! 
Leave the deer,iea?e the steer, Leave nets and bar- ges ;Come with yoor fighting gear, Broad sword and tar - ges ! 
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Come a -way,come a -way,Hark to the sum-mons !Come In your war ar -ray, Gen-tles and com • 
Come ev- 'ry hill- plald,and true heart that wears one !Come ev-*ry steel blade,and Strong hand that bears 
Leave the deer , Lea ve the steer, Lea ve nets and bar -ges; Come with yooi flghUng^ear, Broad sword and tar • 



monsl 
one! 



ges! 




4 Come as the winds come, when 
Forests are rended ; 
Come as the waves come, when 

Navies are stranded ; 
Faster come, faster come, 

Faster and faster; 
Chief, vassal, page, and groom, 
Tenant, and master! 
Faster come, etc. 



5 Fast they come, fast they come, 
See how they gather! 
Wide waves the eagle plume, 

Blended with heather. 
Cast your plaids, draw your blades. 

Forward each roan set I 
Pibroch of Donull Dhu, 
Knell for the onset! 
Cast your plaids, etc. 



• Founded on the ancient ** Piobair of Donuil Dhuidh," belonging to the Clan MaoDonald and supposed to refer to the ezp** 
ditlon of 1481, which put to iUght the Earls of Mar and Calthnass. 
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on - ly joe, For Rob - in has the art to lo*e ; So to his suit I mean to bow. Be 
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birk -en bo w'r, Where first' of love I fand the pow*r, And ken n'd that Rob • in lo'ed me. 
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2 He 's tall and sonsy, frank and free, 
He 's lo*ed by a', and dear to me ; 
Wr him I 'd live, wl' him I 'd dee, 

Because my Robin lo'es me. 
My sister Mary said to roe, 
Our courtship but a joke wad be, 
And I ere lanjs: be made to see 

That Robin didna lo*e me. 



8 But little kens she what has been, 
Me and my honest Rob between. 
And in his wooing, O how keen 

Kind Robin is that lo'es me. 
Then fly, ye lazy hours, away, 
And hasten on the happy day, 
w'ben, " join your hands," Mess John shall say, 
And iriake him mine that lo*es me. 
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I '11 learn you the art o' war, If yoo*U meet wi* me In the morn • ing." 



Hey! 
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• Written on the defeat of Sir John Cope and the King's forces by Prince Charles and the Highlanders, at Preston, Sept 
22d,1745. 

Adam Slcirring, the author of the words, was a farmer in Haddingtonshire. (Bom 1719; died 1808.) 
The tune of ** Johnnie Cope " is very ancient, and used to be called ** F^e to the hills in the morning.'' 
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John •Die Cope.are ye wauk-iu' yet? Or are your drums a - beat -In' yet? If 
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2 When Charlie look*d the letter upon, 
He drew his sword the scabbard from ; 
•* Come, follow me, my merry men. 
And we'll meet Johnnie Cope T the morning." 
Hey ! Johnnie Cope, etc. 

8 **Now Johnnie, be as good as your word, 
Come, let us try balth fire and sword, 
And dinna flee like a frighted bird 
That's chased frae Its nest l' the morning.'* 
Hey ! Johnnie Cope, etc. 

4 When Johnnie Cope he heard of this. 
He thought it wadna be amiss 
To hae a horse T readiness 
To flee awa* V the morning. 
Hey ! Johnnie Cope, etc. 

6 Fye, now Johnnie, get up an' rin, 
The Highland bagpipes mak' a din; 
It '8 best to sleep in a hale skin, 
For 'twill be a bluldle morning. 
Hey ! Johnnie Cope, etc. 

6 When Johnnie Cope to Dunbar came, 
They speir'd at him, •» Where's a* your men,"* 
'* The dell confound me gin I ken. 

For I left them a' T the morning.** 
Hey ! Johnnie Cope, etc. 

7 Now Johnnie, troth, ye were na blate. 
To come wl' the news o' your aln defeat» 
And leave your men In sic a strait, 

So early in the morning. 
Hey I Johnnie Cope, etc. 

1^ *• In faith,** quo* Johnnie, •* I got sic flegB. 
Wr their claymores and phllabegs. 
If I face them deil break my legs. 
So I wish you a' a good morning." 
Hey I Johnnie Cope. etc. 
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Oh, Al - lis - ter Mac Al - Us - ter, Your chant- er sets as a* a-steer, Get 
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oat yoar pipes an' blaw wl' birr, Well dance the High - land fling. 
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Al - lis- ter has tan'd his pipes, Aod tbnng as bumbees f rae their blkes,The lads and lass-es loap the dykes. An' 
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gapther on the green, Oh, Al - Us - ter Mac Al - lis - ter, Your chant-er sets ns a' a-steer,Then 
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to your bags and blaw wl' birr, Well dance the High-land fling. 




2 The miller Rab was fldgiug fain, 
To dance the Highland fling his lane; 
He lap, he danced wl* might and main. 
The like was never seen. 
Oh, AUister, etc. 

8 As round about the ring he whuds. 
He cracks his thumbs, and shakes his dndSi 
The meal flew frae his tail in cluds 
And blinded a* their een. 
Oh, AUister, etc. 

4 Neist rackle handed smithy Jock, 
A* blacken'd o'er with coom an* smoke» 
Wr bletherin bleer-e'ed Bess did yoke, 
Ttiat harom scarum queen. 
Oh, AUister, etc. 

6 He shook his doublets In the wind. 
His feet like hammers strak the grundt 
The very moudie-warts were stunn'd. 
Or kenn'd what it could mean. 
Ob, AUister, etc. 

6 Now wanton Willie was na blate, 
Tor he got hand o' winsome Kate ; 

" Come here," quo* he,** 1 11 show the gate 
To dance the Highland fling.'* 
Oh, AUister, etc. 

7 Now AUister has done his best, 
And weary stumps are needin' rest; 
Besides wi' drouth they 're sair distrenTCI 

Wi' dancing sae I ween. 
Oh, AUister, etc. 

8 I trow the gauntree got a Uft; 

An' round the bickers flew Uke drlflt 
An' AUister that very nicht, 
Could scarcely stand his lane. 
On, AUister, etc 



Id 
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Ancient and Anonymous 
Allegro. 
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green leaves on the tree, . , . That he could do more work In a day Than his 
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His wife rose up In the morn - Ing Wl* 
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Me at ham 



John Grum - lie, bide at hame, John, And 
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la! . . . ''John Oram -lie, bide at hame, John, And I'll gae hand the plow." 



s 



prrc cj-M^ ^ 



It 



** First ye maun dress your children fair, 

And pot them a' in their gear, 
And ye mann torn the miilt, John, 

Or else yell spoil the beer. 
And ye main reel the tweel, John, 

That I span yesterday ; 
And ye mann ca' in the hens, John, 

Elwe they '11 a* lay away." 
Singing, fal de lal lal, etc. 

O, he did dress his children fair. 

And pnt them a* in their gear ; 
Bnt he forgot to tnrn the malt, 

And so he spoiled the beer. 
And he sang aloud as he reel'd the tweel 

That his wife span yesterday ; 
Bnl he forgot to pnt np the hens. 

And the hens a* lay'd away. 
Singing, fal de lal lal, etc. 



4 The hawket cmmmie loot down nae milk ; 

He kirned, nor butter gat ; 
And a' gaed wrang, and naught gaed right; 

He danced with rage, and grat. 
Then up he ran to the head o' the knowe, 

Wi* mony a wave and shout — 
She heard him as she heard him not. 

And steered the stots about. 
Singing, fal de lal lal, etc. 

5 John Orumlie*s wife cam* hame at e*en. 

And laugh'd as she *d been mad 
When she saw the house in siccan a plight. 

And John sae glum and sad. 
Quoth he, ** I gl'e up my housewifeskep, 

I '11 be nae mair gudewife." 
** Indeed," quo' she, •* I 'm weel content, 

Te may keep it the rest o' your life." 
Singing, fal de lal lal, etc. 



** The deil be in that," qno' surly John, 

«* 1 11 do as I 've done before." 
Wi' that the gudewife took np a stoot rung, 

And John made off to the door. 
'* Stop, stop, gudewife, 1 11 haud my tongue, 

I ken I 'm sair to blame ; 
But henceforth I mann mind the plow. 

And ye mann bide at hame." 
Sin^ns:, fal de lal lal, etc. 
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TAM GLEN" 



Bobert Burns. (1760—1706) 
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1. My heart Is a break - ln\dear tit -tie, Some coan- sel an - to me come 
S. There's Low-rle, the laird o' Dram- el - ler, Oude day to you, coof! he comes 
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leu*, To an - ger them a* is a pi - ty, 

ben ; He brags and he blaws o* his mil- ler, 
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But what will I do wl* Tarn 
But when will he dance like Tam 
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Glen? I'm think -Ing wl' sic a braw fal - low, In pnlr -tith I might mak' a 
Olen? My mln - nie does con -stant - ly deave me, And bids mc be - ware o* yonug 
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fen; What care I in rich - es to wal-low, If I maun-na marry Tam Qlen? 
men; They flat - ter, she says, to de - celve me, But wha can think sae o' Tam Glen? 
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3 My daddle says, gin I'll forsake him 

He'll gi'e me guid hunder merks ten ; 
But If it's ordain'd I maun tak' him 

wha will I get but Tam Glen? 
Yestreen at the Valentines' dealin', 

My heart to my moo' gied a sten ; 
For thrice I drew ane without failln', 

And thrice It was written — Tam Glen. 



4 The last Hallowe'en I was waukln', 

My drooklt sark-sleeve, as ye ken. 
His likeness cam' up the house staukln'. 

And the very grey breeks o' Tam Gleo. 
Come counsel, dear tittle, don't tarry ; 

III gi'e you my bonnie black hen. 
Gin ye will advise me to marry 

The lad I lo'e dearly, Tam Glen. 



FOE THE SAKE O^ SOMEBODY; 

OR, 

MY HEART IS SAIR FOR SOMEBODY 
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RobonBums. (1769-1796) 
Moderatn, 
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1. My heart is salr, I daur - na tell, My heart Is sair for some - bo- dy: 

2. Te po^w'rs that smile on vir - tnoas love, O! sweet - ly smile on some - do- dylFrae 
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I could wake a wln-ter night, For the sake o* some - bo-dy. Oh hon, for some -bo-dy! 

II - ka dan -ger keep him free, And send me safe my some-body. Oh hon, for some -bo-dy ! 
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Oh hey, for some -bo-dy ! I could range the world a - round For the sake o* some - bo-dy. 
Oh hey, f or some - bo - dy ! I wad do— what wad I not, For the sake o* some - bo-dy? 
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TULLOOHGORUM* 

Air: — "THE REEL O' TULLOCHGORUM - 



Rev. John Skinner 
Allegro. 
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1. Coniegie*8 a sang, Montgomery cried. And 
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• In Burns' '* Bellques " we have the following acooout of the origin of ** TuUochgorum.*' He says, ** This first of songs Is the 
masterpiece of my old frirnd Skinner. He was passing the day at the town of CuUen (Ellon), I think it was in a friend's house, 
whose name was Montgomery. Mrs. Montgomery observing, en pastatU^ that the beautiful reel of **Tullochgorum*' wanted 
words, she begged them of Mr. Skinner, who gratified her wishes, and the wishes of every lover of Scottish song. In this most 
excellent ballad. These particulars I had from the author's own son. Bishop Skinner, at Aberdeen.** The song is said to have 
been asked for by the lady in order to put a stop to a dispute which had arisen on some political matters. ** Tulloohgorum " was 
first published in the " Scots Weekly Magazine." April. 1776. The name of the composer of the reel is not known. 



TULLOCHOORUM 



21 




rrmlt 



g^il 



ifc 



^Z 



urz: 



=P=5I 



drop their Whig - mig - mo - rum, Let Whig and To - ry a* 



gree To 



rt 



^ 



* 



^ 



* 




^. 



2). iS. ;8: 



s^jla/. j i 3y4=^^Tr j- ii 



• ' u 8g-'^'^ ^j£u=|E^ 



ii 



spend the night with mirth and glee, And cheer-fu' stng a - lang tvi* me The reel o' Tal 'loch-go - rum. 
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2 O, Tullochgorum 's my delight. 
It gars us a' in ane unite, 
And ony snmph that keeps up spite. 

In conscience I abhor him. 
For blythe and merry we '11 be a\ 
Blythe and merry, blythe and merry, 
Blythe and merry we Ml be a', 

And make a cheerfu* quorum. 
For blythe and merry we *ll be a*, 
As lang as we ha*e breath to draw, 
And dance till we be like to fa' 

The reel o' Tullochgorum. 

8 There needs na be sae great a f raise, 
Wi* dringing dull Italian lays ; 
I wadna gi'e our ain strathspeys 

For hauf-a-hunder score o' them. 
They 're dowf and dowie at the best, 
Dowf and dowie« dowf and dowie, 
Dowf and dowie at the best, 

Wi' a' their variorum. 
They 're dowf and dowie at the best. 
Their AlUgros, and a* the rest : 
They canna please a Highland taste, 

Compared wl' Tullochgorum. 



4 Let warldly minds themselves oppress 
Wi* fears o* want and double cess, 
And silly sots themselves distress 

Wi' keeping up decorum. 
Shall we sae sour and sulky sit? 
Sour and sulky, sour and sulky, 
Sour and sulky shall we sit, 

Like auld Philosoporum? 
Shall we sae sour and sulky sit, 
Wi* neither sense, nor mirth, nor wit, 
Nor ever rise to shake a fit 

In reel o' Tullochgorum? 

6 May choicest blessings aye attend 
Each iionest, open-hearted friend, 
And calm and quiet be his end. 

And a* that 's gude watch o'er him. 
May peace and plenty be his lot. 
Peace and plenty, peace and plenty, 
Peace and plenty be his lot, 

And dainties a great store o* 'em : 
May peace and plenty be his lot, 
Unstain'd by ony vicious biot, 
And may he never want a groat, 

That 's fond o' Tullochgoruir. - 



6 But for the discontented fool 
Who loves to be oppression's tool. 
May envy gnaw his rotten soul. 

And discontent devour him ! 
May dool and sorrow be his chance, 
Dool and sorrow, dool and sorrow, 
Dool and sorrow be his chance. 

And nane say, wae's me for him: 
May dool and sorrow be his chnnce. 
And a* the ills that come frae France 
Whae'er he be that winna dance 

The reel o' Tullochgorum ! 
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THE BOATIE ROWS 



John Bwen 
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1. O weel may the boat - le row. And bet-ter may she speed; 
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weel may the boat - ie row. That wins the bairns* bread. 
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muc -kle luck at - tend the boat, Th? mnr - Ian and the creel. 
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2 I caist my lines in Largo Bay, 

And fishes I caught nine; 
They*re three to roast, and three to botl« 

And three to bait the line. 
The boatie rows, the boatie tows. 

The boatie rows Indeed 5 
And happy be the lot of a* 

That wish the boatie speed. 



5 My kurtch I put npon my head, 

And dress*d mysel* fu* braw, 
I trow my heart was dowf and wae 

When Jamie gaed awa*. 
Bnt weel may the boatie row. 

And lucky be her part; 
And lightsome be the lassie's caie 

That has an honest heart. 



8 O weel may the boatie row 

That fills a heavy creel. 
And cleads ns a* f rae head to feet* 

And buys our parritch meal. 
The boatie rows, the boatie rows. 

The boatie rows Indeed ; 
And happy be the lot of a* 

That wish the boatie speed. 



6 \7hen Sandle, Jock, and Janetle* 

Are np, and gotten lear. 
They'll help to gar the boatie row. 

And lighten a' our care. 
The boatie rows, the boatie rows, 

The boatie rows f u' weel ; 
And lightsome be tlie lieart thet bears 

The merlan and the creeL 



4 When Jamie Tow^d he wad be mlnSi 

And wan my youthful heart; 
O mnckle lighter grew my creel! 

He swore we'd never part. 
The boatie rows, the boatie rows. 

The boatie rows f u* weel ; 
And muckle lighter is the lade 

When love bears up the creel. 



7 And when wl' age we're worn down. 

And hirpUng round the door, 
They'll help to keep us dry and ' 

As we did them before : 
Then weel may the boatie row 

That wins the bairn's bread. 
And happy be the lot of a' 

That wish the boatie speed. 
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Bobt. Bums 

Allegro. 
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DAINTY DAVIE 
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1. Now ro-sy May comes in wl* flow*rs To deck her gay greea spread- ing bow*is, And now come In my happy Lours,Tc 

2. When par- pie morning starts the hare* To steal up - on her ear - ly f are^Thea through the dews I will re-pair. To 
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wan-der wi* my Da - vle.The crystal wa-ters gen - tly fa', The mer-ry blrda are lov - ers a*, The 
meet my faith- fn' Da - vie. When day, ex -pir- ing in the westtThe curtain draws o* na-ture's rest, 1*11 
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scented breez-es round us blaw, A - wan-d'ring wi' my Da - vie. Meet me on the warlock knowe, 
flee to his arms I lo'e best, And that's my daln - ty Da - vie. Meet me on the warlock knowe. 
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Daln-ty Da-vle, daln -ty Davle.There ni spend the day wl' yon. My aln dear, dain - ty Da - vie. 
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Bobert Bums. (1769—1796) 
Allegro. 
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1. There's nought bat c^re on ev - 'ry han', In ev-*ry hour that parses, O! what sig- ni-fles the life o' man, An* 
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't were na* for the lass-es, O ! Green grow the rashes, O ! green grow the rashes, O ! The sweetest hours that 
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e'er I spent Were spent a- mang the lass-es, O ! 
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2 The -warldly race may riches chase, 
An' riches still may fly them, O ; 
An* though at last they catch them fast, 
Their hearts can ne'er enjoy them, O, 
Green grow the rashes, O ! etc. 

8 Gi'e me a c^ntie hoar at e'en, 
My arms aboat my dearie, O ; 
An' warldly cares and warldly men 
May a' gae tapsalteerle, O. 
Green grow the rashes, O ! etc. 



4 And you sae donee, wha sneer at this, 

Ye *re nought but senseless asses, O ! 
The wisest man the warld e'er saw. 
He dearly lo'ed the lasses, O. 
Green grow the rashes, O ! etc. 

5 Auld Nature swears the lovely dears 

Her noblest works she classes, O : 
Her 'prentice han' she tried on man, 

An' then she made the lasses, O. 
« Green grow the rashes, O ! etc. 
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HERE AWA\ THERE JlWA? 

Robert Burns. (1758-1786) 
Affetuoso. 
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Here a - wa', there a - wa*. wan 

8. Win - ter winds blew loud and caald 

8. Real, ye wild storms, in the caves 

4. Bat, Oh! If he's faith - less, and minds 
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at our part - ing; 

of your slum - bers; 

na his Nan - nie, 
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there a - wa*, haud a - wa' hame. Come to my 

Wil - lie brought tears to my e'e ; Wei - coin ', now 

howl - ing a lov - er a - larmsl Wauk - en. ye 
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dear - ie. Tell me thoubring'st me my Wil - lie the same. 

Wil - lie. The slm - mer to na - ture, and Wil - lie to me. 

bil- lows! And waft ray dear lad - die once mair to my arms. 

trow it, But, dy - ing, be - lleve that my Wil - lie's my ainl 
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HERE AWA\ THERE AWA' 

OLD VERSION (1769) 



1 Here awa', there awa', here awa\ Willie ! 
Here awa', there awa', hand awa' hame I 
Lang have I sought thee, dear have I bought thee ; 
Now I hEYO gotten my Willie again. 



2 Through the lang muir I have followed my Willie , 
Through the lang muir I haye followed him 
Whatever betide us, naught shall divide us ; 
Love now rawards all my sorrow and pala. 



8 Here awa', there awa', here awa', Willie I 
Here awa*, there awa', haud awa' hame! 
CSome, loTe, believe me, nothing can grieve me, 
Ilka thing pleases when Willie's at hame. 
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James Hogg 
Allegretto. 
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ne'er was a flow -er in gar-den or bow-er, Like auld Joe Nl -col-son's bon - nieNan-nie. 
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2 Her looks that stray owre the flowery green, 
Frae bonnie bine een sae mild and mellow ; 
See naethlng sae sweet in the fairy scene, 
Though clad In the morning's gowden yellow. 
0, my Nannie, etc. 



3 There 's mony a Joy in this warld below, 

An' sweet the hopes that to sing were uncanny ; 
But o' a' the pleasures I ever can know, 
There 's nane like the love o' my bonnie Nannie 
O, my Nannie, etc. 
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WEEL MAT THE KEEL ROW 



Arranged by M. J. O. 
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bon - net, blue bon - net, He wears a blue bon -net — A dlm-ple's In his chin. 
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He '11 set or row so tight - ly, Or in the dance so sprlght-ly. He'll cut and shuf-fle 
Tho' he's no worth a plack is, . His ain coat on his back is, And nane can say that 
As I cam' thro' Sand- gate, Thro' Sand - gate, thro' Sand - gate, As I cam' thro' 
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MY HEART'S IN THE HIGHLAN^DS* 
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(SECOND AIR) 
Old Gaeuc Air— -FAILTE NA MI08G 
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heart's in the High-lands, my heart is not here; 

well to the High-lands« fare -well to the north, 

well to the moan- tains high cov-ered wi' snow ; 

heart's in the High-lands, my heart it) not here; 
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My heart's in the 
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val - our, the conn - try of worth ; Where - ev - er I wan - der, where- 

straths and green val - leys be - low ; Fare - well to the for - ests and 

High - lands, a^ - chas - ing the deer; A - chas - ing the wild deer, and 
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ev - er I rove. The hills of the High-lands for - ev - er I love, 

wild - hang -ing woods ; Fare - well to the tor - rents and load - ponr - ing floods, 

fol - low-ing the roe. My heart 's in the High-lands where - ev - er I go. 
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* The flrat four lines of this song belong to an old ballad called ** The Strong Walls of Derry." The other verses were added 
by Boms. 
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MY LUVE^S LIKE A RED, RED ROSE;* 



on, 

THE RED, RED ROSE 

Air — " GRAHAM'S STRATHSPEY ' 



Robert Bums. (1760—1706) 
AndatUe 



Arranged by Gollin Coe 
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1. O, niy lave (s like a red, red rose, That's new 

2. Till a' the seas g^ang dry, my dear, And the rocks 
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• The following differing comments appear, with regard to this song: 

'* Written by Bums for 'Johnson's Museum,* and ** The song wlilcU supplied Bums with such exquisite ideas was writtm 
by Lt Hinohes as a farewell to his sweetheart when on the eve of parting." 
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will luve thee still, my dear. Till a' 
will come a - gain, my luve, Tho* 'twere 



the seas gang dry. 
ten thou - sand mile. 
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TiU a* the seas gang dry, my luve. Till a' the seas gang dry; And 

Tho* 'twere ten thou - sand mile, my luve, Tho* 'twere ten thou - sand mile ; And 
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ray luve, Tho' • twere ten thou- sand mile. 
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WITHIN A MILE O' EDINBORO • 

Arranged by M. O. J. 
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Ed - in - bo - ro town, In the tos 
nev - er would wed, Though long 
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• This is an ImproTed version of an old song supposed to have been written by Tom D'Urfey, about the close of the 17th 
century, and entitled " 'Twas Within a Furlong of Edlnborough Town." The old tune is to be found in Oswald's OoUeetion 
Xhis present one, so universally popular, was composed by James Hook, father of Theodore Hook. The words here given wn 
roB JohnwfCa Museum, Vol. 1. ( im.) 
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grass waa down, And each shep - herd woo'd his dear, 

ate her own bread, And mer -rl - ly torn'd up the grass, 

kiss be - side, And yow*d she*dfor - ev - er be tme. 
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Bon - ny Jock - y, blythe and gay, Kiss'd sweet Jen - ny mak - in' hay; The 
Bon - ny Jock - y, blythe and free, Won her heart right mer - ri - ly, Yet 
Bon - ny Jock - y, blythe and free, Won her heart right mer - rl - ly, At 
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las - sle blnsh'd, and frown -Ing cried, **Na, na, It wln-na do! 

still she blnsh'd, and frown -Ing cried, •*Na, na. It win-na do! 

church she no more frown -ing cried* *'Na, na, it wln-na do! 
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• A more simple way 
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THE MARCH OF THE CAMERON MEN 

Finlay Dun 
Briskly. ^ ^ |^ 
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1. There's ma - ny a man of the Ca - mer-on clan, That has fol-low*<l his chief to the 

2. Oh, proud-ly they ivalk, but each Ca - mer- on knows He may tread on the heath- er no 

3. The moon has a - ris - en, it shines on that path, Now trod by the gal - lant and 
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He has sworn to sup - port him, or die by his side, For a 
But bold - ly he fol - lows his chief to the field, Where his 

High, high are their hopes, for their chief - tain has said That what - 
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Ca - me - ron nev - er can yield, 

lau - rels were gath - ered be - fore, 
ev - er men dare, they can do. 
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light spring-ing foot-steps are tramp-ling the heath, 'T is the march of the Ca - me - ron 
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*Tis the march of the Ca - mer - on men. . 
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OH, WERT THOU IN THE CAULD BLAST* 

Air — "THE LASS O* LIVINGSTON" 



Robert Burns. (1760-1706) 
LargheUo. 
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cauld blast, On von-der lea, on yon-der lea, My plaid -le to the an -gry alrt,rd 
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round thee blaw.Thy bleld should be my bo - som, To share it a,' to share it *a. 
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2 Oh, were I in the "wildest waste, 

Sac bleak and bare, sae bleak and bare. 
Th« desert were a paradise 

If thon wert there, If thon wert there. 
Or, wt»re I monareh o' the globe, 

Wl' thee to reign, wi' thee to reign, 
The brightest Jewel in my crown 

Wad be my qneen, wad be my queen. 

Burns wrote this poem during his last illness, as a tribute to his kind attendant, Jessie Lewan. The tune 
te mind was known as ** The Wren ; or, Lennox Ix>ve.** But the faTorite and most appropriate melody Is the one 
** The Lass O' Livingston." The verses have been sung to another tune called **My Lore Is But a I .«»8sle Yet '* — but 
keeping with tlie sentiment and pathos of the lines. 

Mendelssohn's setting of the same poem is also given. ( See next page.) 
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O WERT THOU IN THE OAULD BLxlST 

Robert Biims Mendelssohn 
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1. O wert thou in the caiild blast On yon - der lea» on yon - iler lea, My 

2. Or were I in the wild - est waste. Sae black and bare, sae black and bare, The 
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I*d shel - ter thee, Td shel - ter thee. 
If thou wert there, If thou wert there. 
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Or did mis - for -tune*s bit - ter storms A- round thee blaw, a - round thee blaw, 
Or were I mon-arch of the globe, With thee to reign, with thee to reign. 
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Thy shield should be my bo - som. To share It a*, to share It a'. 
Thy brightest Jew - el in my crown Wad be my queen, wad be my queen. 



40 O, WEKT THOU IN THE OAULD BLAST 

Bobert Bums 
IST Soprano. 
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1. O wert thoa in the cauld blast On you- der lea, On yon- der lea. My 

1. O sah ieh aiff der haide dort Im Stur-me Dick! Im Stur - me Die Ji I Mil 

2. Or were I in the wild - est waste, Sae black and bare, Sae black and bare. The 
2. O toclr' ich in der Wiiste, die So braun und diirri 8o braun und diirr ! Zum 
2d Soprano. 
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Pa ' ra - die - $e vriir 



gry airt . 

dem Sturm 

-a - dise, 

• de sie 



I*d shel - ter thee, I*d shel - ter 

Be - schutxt' ich dich! Be - schuizV ich 

If thou wert there. If thou wert 

Wdret du bei mirl Wdrst du hei 



tnee, 
dich! 
there, 
mirl 




Or did mis - for -tune's 
O war* mit aei-nen 
Or were I mon-arch 
Und war ein K6 



bit - ter storms A - round thee 

Stur-men dir Das un-glUck 

of the globe. With thee to 

nig ich . . Die Er^ - de 
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reign, With 

mem : Die 



round thee blaw, 
un - gUick nah, 
thee to reign, 
Er - de mein 



r=^ 



m 



«* 



^t^ 



:jtit 



i 



^ 



m 



lEEi 



m 



j i- j fj—g 



w 



^— ''—?- 



.C3-^ 



r 



w 



^ 



^rir-^ - 



^c^ 



r^^ 



^^ 



I 



i 



1^^=^ 



-^-> 



Jzjnjzz 



s 



^ 



t^ 



^=t= 



Thy 

Dann 

Thy 

2>u 



shield should be 

war diet herz 
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my bo "- som. To share 

dein Zufiuchts-ert; Oern theilt 

• el in my crown, Wad b3 

ner krone dock Der schon 



it a', To 
ich^s jal Gem 
my Queen, Wad 
- ste Stein I Der 



share it a*. 
theilt ich*» Ja! 

be my Queen. 
schon - ete Stein I 
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Words b7 Hu^h AinsUe * 
Moderato, 



Music \xy T. V. WiesentbAl 
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1. It*s rare to see the morn - Ing bleeze Like a bon - Are frae the sea; 

2. Glens may be gilt wi' gow - ans rare, The birds may fill the tree, 
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fair to see the bur - nie kiss Th^ lip o* the flow - 'ry lea ; 

hanghs ha*e a* the scent - ed ware That sim - mer*s growth can gi'e : 
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fine it*s in the green hill - side, Wherj hnms the bin - ny bee; 
can - ty hearth, where cro - nlea meet An' the dar - ling o* our e'e, 



But 
That 




•Born April 5th, 1702, In tb«% county of Ayr. Scotland. Immigrated to the United States In 1822. Died at I^uisTille, Ky. Hs 
was the writer of many tender poems In the Scottish Dialect 
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TO MART IN HEAVEK* 



Bobert Burns. (1769-1796) 



Mt80 Lucy JobuBton 
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1. Thou Ung - 'ring star, with 



Andante, 



3S^i; 



^^ 



'^ \ J^-rfi 






w 



5 



^ffi 



t-7' 



f^±J^^^ 



i 



i 



^^B 



^^^CF^^j-p-T^ 



^,1 1 .ri I 



-w—^ 



m 



less - 'ning ray» That lov*8t to greet the ear - ly morn, A - gala thoa ush - 'rest 
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in the day My Ma 



ry from my soul was torn. O 
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•This sabllme and affecting Ode was composed by Burns In one of his fits of melancholy, on the annlTcnary of Highland 
Mary's death. All the day he had been thoughtful, and at evening he went out, threw himself down by the side of one of his oom- 
rloks, and with his eyes fixed on *' a bright, particular star, 'was fouud by his wife, who with difficulty bronght him bi from the 
thill midnight air. The song was already composed, and he had only to commit It to paper It first appeared In the Musemn. 
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Ma - 17 ! dear de - part - ed shade ! Where is thy place of bliss - f al rest? See'st 
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thoa thy loy - er low • ly laid? Hear'st thoa the 




groans that rend his breast? 
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2 That sacred honr can I forget? 

Can I forget the hallowed grove. 
Where by the winding Ayr we met 

To live one day of parting love I 
Eternity cannot eflkce 

Those records dear of transports past $ 
Thy image at oar last embrace ; 

Ah! little thought we 'twas our last I 



8 Ayr, gurgling, ki8s*d his pebbled shore, 

O'erhung with wild woods, thiclL*niag green; 
The fragrant birch, and hawthorn hoar 

Twin*d am'roos ronnd the raptnr'd scene ; 
The flow*r8 sprang wanton to be prest, 

The birds sang love on every spray ^ 
Till too. too soon, the glowing west 

Proclaimed the speed of winged day. 



4 Still o*er these scenes my mem'ry wakes, 

And fondly broods with miser care I 
Time but th' impression stronger makes. 

As streams their channels deeper wear. 
My Mary, dear departed shade ! 

Where is thy place of blissful rest? 
See'st thou thy lover lowly laid? 

Hear'st thou the groans that rend his breast? 



44 



ANITIE LAURIE* 



Arranired by Colin Co« 
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1. Max • wel-ton's braes 
brow ia like 

dew on tbe gow 



are bon - nte, 
tbe snaw-drift, 
an ly - Ing 



Where ear - ly fa*s the 

Her throat is like the 

Is the fa* o' her fair - y 
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And it*s there 

Her face 

And, like winds 



that An - nie 
it is the 
in sum - mer 



Lau - rie 
fair - est 
sigh -ing, 



Gled 
That 
Her 




• According to Mr. Robert Chambers, this song was written by a Mr. Douglass, of Finland, in praise of Annie Laurie, one 
of the four daughters of Sir Robert Laurie, Urst baronet of Maxwelton. It is probable that the song was composed about the 
beginning of t!ie I8th century. The heroine of the verses was eventually married to Mr Ferguson of Cralgdarroch. 
The old ( original ) version of the song by Mr. Douglass was as follows: 

Maxwelton's braes are bonnie, She's backlt like the peacock. 

Where early fa's the dew, She's breistit like the swan. 

Where me and Annie Laurie She's Jimp about the middle. 

Made up the promise true ; Her waist ye weel micht span ; 

Made up the promise tnie, Her waist ye weel micht span. 

And ne'er forget will I ; And she has a rolling e'e ; 

And for bonnie Annie Laurie And for bonnie Annie Laurie 

I'll lay me doun and dee. I'd lay me doun and dee. 

Tbe more modern version, as will be observed, is better poetry, and is universally used. The name Maxwelton ahould bt 
aeoented on the first syllable. 
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me her prom - ise true; 

e'er the sun shone on, 

voice Is low and sweet; 



Gied me 
That e'er 
Her voice 
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the sun 
is low 
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and 
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Which ne*er 
And dark 

And she^s a* 



trae» 
on, 
sweet. 



for - got 
blue is 
the world 



will be; 
her e*e ; 
to me; 
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SCOTLAND YET' 



Henry 8. Blddell 



Peter McLeod 
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1. Gae bring my gude auld harp ance malr, Gae bring it free and fast; For 

2. The heath waves wild up - on her hills, And foam - ing frae the fells Her 
8. The this - tie wags up - on the fields Where Wal - lace bore .his blade, That 
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I maun sing 
foun - tainn sing 
gave her foe 
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o' free - dom 
men*s dear - est 



sang Ere 
still, As 
bluid To 



a* ray glee 

they dance down 
dye her auld 



be past, 
the &AU. 
grey plaid. 
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my lads, The bur - den o't shall be : Auld 

my lads, That's gird - ed by the sea: Then 

TTiy lads, He sang this dough -ty glee: ** Auld 



And trow 
And weel 
And look - 



ye as 

I lo'e 

ing to 



I sing, 
the land, 
the lift, 
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• This song, with Mr. McLeod*s much admired mu8lc, to which It is set, was first published by him in a separate sheet, an! 
the profits given for the purpose of putting a parapet and railing round the monument of Bums. on the Galton Hill, Edinburgh. 
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me. 
me!' 



laQd*s howes, and Scot - land's knowes,And 
laud's dales, and Scot - land's vales, And 
land's right, and Scot - latid's might, And 



Scot - land's hills for 

Scot • land's hills for 

Scot - land's hills for 
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I'll drink a cup to Scot - land yet, Wl' a* the hon - ors three! 
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O WHISTLE, AND I^LL COME TO TOU, MY LAD* 

OLD SCOTCH AIR 
BobertBums. (1760-1706) CO. 
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1. O whis - tie, 

2. O whis -tie, 
8. O whis - tie, 



and 
and 
and 



I'll 
I'll 
I'll 



come to 
come to 
come to 



you, 
you, 

you. 



my 
my 
my 



lad, 
lad, 
lad, 



O 
O 
O 



whis-tle, and 
whis-tle, and 
wh!s-tle, and 



I '11 come 
I 'II come 
I *11 come 
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•In one Qf the variations of this song the name of the heroine is Jeanie: the song itself owes some of the sentiments as well 
as words to an old favorite Nithsdale chauut of the same name. " Is * Whis tie, and I 'II come to you, my lad,' " Burns enquires 
of Thomson, '* one of your airs? I admire it much, and yesterday 1 set the following verses to it. " The poet, two years after- 
wards, altered the fourth line thus :— *' Thy Jeany will venture wi' ye, my lad, " and assigned this reason: " In fact, a fair dame 
at whose shrine I, the priest of the Nine, offer up the Incense of Parnassus ; a dame whom the Graces have attired la witelH 
craft, and whom the Loves have armed with lightning; a fair one, herself the heroine of the song, ipslsts on the amendment^ 
and diapnte her commands if you dare." 
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O WHISTLE, AND I'LL COME TO YOU, MY LAD 
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to yoa, my lad, Tho* fa - ther and mlth - er and a* should gae mad, O 

to yon, my lad, Tho* fa - ther and mlth - er and a* should gae mad, O 

to you, my lad, Tho' fa - ther and mlth - er and a* should gae mad, O 
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whis - tie, and ImT come to you, my lad. But 

vfh\6 - tie, and I *ll come to you, my lad. At 

whls - tie, and I *ll come to you, my lad. Ay 



war - i - ly tent, when you 
kirk, or at mar -ket, when 
vow and pro - test that ye 
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come to court me, 
e'er ye meet me, 
care na for me. 



s^ 



And come na un - less the back-yett be 
Gang by me as tho* that ye car'd na 
And whyles ye may light - ly my benu - ty 



a - Jee; Syne 

a file; But 

a wee ; But 
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up the back-sttle and let nae - bod- - y see, And come as ye were na 

steal me a blink o* your bon - nie black e'e. Yet look as ye were na 

court na an - Ith - er, tho' jok - in* ye be, For fear^ that she wyle your 
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com - in* to me, 
look - in' at me, 
fan - cy frae me. 



And come as ye were na com - in' to 

Yet look as ye were na look - in' at 

For fear that she wyle your fan - cy frae 



me. 
me. 
me. 
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OH, WHISTLE, AND TLL COME TO TOU, MY LAD* 

(SECOND AIR) 



BobertBums (1769—1796) 



Arrangred by Collin Coe 



Allegro 
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1. Oh, ^hU - tie, and Til come to you, my lad. Oh, whis - tie, and Til come 



^^EE^^^ 



^ 



^^ 



-♦ « 



mf 



^ 



^ 



^^ 



5^3^ 



F?=? 



tr — i^= ^ ^ ' u: ^" ^ — -9 J0- 

to yon, my lad; Tho* fa - ther and mith - er and a' should gae mad. Oh, 
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whU - tie, and IH come to yon, my lad. But wa - ri - ly tent 'when ye 
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* Wiitton by Burns In 1798 to an old air oompoeed by John Bnice. a f anions flrldler in Dumfries about the middle of the 
Utb oentary. 
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come to conrt me. And come na an - less the back yett be a - )ee. Syne 
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And come as ye were na' com-in' to me! 



up the back stUe, and let nae - bod - y see, 
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Oh, whi4-t1e,and I'll come to you, my lad ; 



Oh, whis-tle, and 1*11 come to yon. my lad. 
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2 Oh, whistle, and I'll come to you, my lad, 
Oh. whistle, and III come to you, my lad; 
Tho* father and mlther, and a' should fj^ae mad, 
Oh, whistle, and Til come to you, my lad. 
At kirk or at market, whene'er ye meet me, 
Gking by me as tho' that ye cared na a file, 
But steal me a blink o* your bonnle black e'e, 
Yet look as ye were na lookln' at me. 



Oh, whistle, and I'll come to you, my lad. 
Oh, whistle, and I'll come to you, my lad ; 
Tho' father and mlther, and a' should gse mad, 
Oh, whistle, and I'll come to you, my lad. 
Aye vow and protest that ye care na for me, 
And whyles ye may llchtly my beauty a wee; 
But court na anlther, though jokin' ye be. 
For fear that she wyle your fancy frae me. 
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Arraiiired by Collin Coe 
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• Burns* name Is not affixed to this world-famous song, andyet there can be no doubt that it is chiefly his own. He ad- 
mitted to Johnson that the two verses beginning respectively " we twa hae ran about the braes," and " We twa hae_paid*lt in 
the burn,*' are his own, althougli in sending the Song to Mrs. Dunlop in Dec. t7S8. and also in writing about it to Thomson, 
in Sept. 1793. he speaks of it as ancient '* Light be the turf." he says, "on the breast of the heaven-inspired poet who com- 
posed this glorious fraonent. There is more of the fire of native genius in it than in half-a-dozen of modern English Baccha- 
nalians." ^' Is not the Scotch phrase * Auld Lang Syne * exceedingly expressive?" To Thomson, Burns wrote— "The air is but 
mediocre, but the song of itself — the song of the olden times, and which has never been in print, nor even in manuscript, until 
I took it down from an old man's singing— is enough to recommend any air." These are 8trong words, but there can be no 
doubt, that save for a Une or two. we owe the song to no other minstrel than " Minstrel Burns." 

The tune (now universally used, as given here ) is not the original one, to Which the verses were first sung. That was 
pronounced mediocre by Bums. This Is the old Lowland melody known as " I fee'd a lad at Midiaelmas.'^ 
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1. Shoald aald ac-qnain-tance be for -got And nev - er bro't to min'? Should 

2. We twa hae run a - bout the braes.And pu't the gow -ans fine ; But we've 

3. We twa hae pal - dVt i* the burn, Frae morn -In* sun till dine; But 
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aald ac-quaint - ance be 

wan - dered mony a wea 
seas b^ - tween us braid 



for - got And days o' 
ry foot, Sin auld 
hae roar*d, Sin auld 



lang 
lang 
lang 



syne? 
syne, 
syne. 
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For auld lang 

Sin* auld lang 

Sin* auld lang 



syne, my dear, For auld lang syne. We *ll 

syne, my dear, Sin* auld lang syne. We 11 

syne, my dear. Sin* auld lang syne. We *11 
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ness yet 
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4 And here's a hand, my trusty Here, 
And gie's a hand o* thine ; 
And well tak* a right guid wMllie-waught, 
For auld lang syne? 
For auld lang syne, etc. 



5, And surjely ye*ll be your pint-stowp, 
And surely 1*11 be mine; 
And we 'II tak* a cup o' kindness yet, 
For auld lang syne, 
lor. auld lang syne, etc. 
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OF A^ THE AIRTS THE WIND CAIS' BLAW* 



Air— "MISS ADMIRAL GORDON'S STRATHSPEY' 



Robert Bxirns. (1750-1706) 



Arrangred by ColUn Gom 
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the alrts the wind can blaw, I 
ye west - lin winds, blaw saft A 
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best: There wild-woods ^row, and riv - ers row, And mon - y a hill he 

bees; And brin^ the las - sie back to me That's aye sae neat and 




• The first two verses of this beautiful song were written by Bums, in 1T88. The concluding stanzas were added, we belieTe, 
by William Held. The music was composeti by William Marshall, butler to the Duke of Oordon. and called *' Miss Gordon's 
atrathspey." It was partly founded on the old tune " The Lowlan Js of HolUnd." 

The verses were probably written in honor of Jean Armour; for Bums archly says in his notes, ** P. 8. tt was during tlM 
honey-moon." — Other versions are abroad ; this one is from the manuscripts of the poeL 
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ween; But day and nigbt my fan - cy'it flight Is ev-er wi' my Jean, 

clean; Ae smile o' her wad ban - iah care, Sac charming is my Jean. 
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The pow*rs a 



bon - nie flower 
boon can on 



that springs By foun - tain, shaw, or 
ly ken, To whom the heart is 
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There*s not a bon - nie bird tliat sin^s, Bnt minds me o' my Jean. 
That nane can be sae dear to me As my sweetlove-ly Jean. 



green, 
seen, 



& 



I ji* 






:§=:i^^ 



-:iir 



JFp I ? ' ^»i-^ 5 ** 3rrrj-Ete. 






P 



:^=tp: 



3=3: 



54 



MY HEART'S IN THE HIGHLANDS* 

(FIBST AIR) 



«. 



g^ T^^ 



^^ 



Arraiiired by Ck>lln Coe 
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1. My heart's in the High - lands, mj 

2. Fare-well to the moun-tains, high 
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heart Is not here, My heart's in the High - lands, a - chas - ing the deer — A - 

cov - ered with snow ; Fare - well to the straths and green val - leys be-low ; Fare - 
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chas - ing the wild deer, and f ol - low-ing the roe ; My heart 's in the Highlands where 
well to the for - ests and wild - hang - ing woods ; Fare-well to the tor - rents and 
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ev - er I go, My heart 's in the High - lands, where-ev - er I go. 
loud ponr-ing floods, Fare - well to the tor - rents and loud pour - ing floods. 
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• The first four lines of this song belong to an old ballad called " The Strong Walls of Derry. " It was a great fityorite 
8ir Walter Scott The Additional lines were written by Bums. 
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Ftre-welt to the High-lands, fan-well to the Nortb — Tbe birthplace of val - or, the conn - tiy of worth ; When 
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ev - er I wan - der, where-ev - er I rove, The hills of the Highlands forev - er I love. 

D.S. al Fine. 
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JOHIS' ANDERSOl^, MY JO* 



Air — OLD SCOTTISH 
Robert Burns ( 1760 - 1706 ) and William Beld 



Arranged by Colin Coe 



I 



E 



m 



Andante, 



m 



^¥^ 



T 



^ 



:*= 



t 



•r X 



■^- 



f 



"^^m 



^ 



i 



^^^ 



* 
^1 



::p=t 



SSE^ 



f-f-^ 



rnf 



^ 



lfe= 



"^♦"rTT 



1. John An -der- son, my Jo, 

2. John An -der- son, my jo, 

3. John An - der - son, my jo, 

4. John An - der - son, my jo, 



John, When we were first ac - quent, 

John, We clamb the hill the - gith-et, 

John, When Na - ture first be - ^an 

John, We-*ve seen our balms* bairns, 
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• Written by Bums in t789, and adapted to this vefy old tune. Tradition says that the original John Anderson was a piper 
in Kelso. 

The first two verses, only, are Bums'; the rest are by William Reid. Other verses have been added, but they cannot coi» 
pore with those of the poet. 8ee additional verses, ( some of the most deserving, ) following.this music. 
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JOHN ANDERSON, MY JO 
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locks were like the 
iDon-y a cant - y 



try her 
yet, my 



can - ny 
dear John 



ra - ven, Your bon - ny brow was brent; 

day, John, We*ve had wl' ane an- Ith -er; 

hand, John, Her mas - ter- wark was man; 

An - der-son, I*m hap - py in your arms, 
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Yet 
And we'll 
She 
Tho' the 



now your brow is beld, 
we maun tot - ter down, 
you a • mang the lave, 



John, Yonr locks are like the snaw; 
John, Bat band In hand we 11 go ; 
John, Sae trig frae tap to toe — 



sae are ye in mine, John ; I W itnre ye '11 ne'er aay 
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bless -in^s on your frost - y pow, John An - der-son, my jo! 

sleep the - gith - er at the foot, John An - der- son, my ]o. 

proved her - seV nae jour - ney - wark, John An - der- "son, my jo. 

days are gane that we ha*e seen, John An - der- son, my jo. 
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ADDITIONAL VERSES 



1 Tho' Time, wi* nldderln' frost, John, has blench*d and thinn'd our hair; 
And simmer*s blume be lost, John, we '11 no* gie way to care. 
The robin and the wren, John, they sing amang the snaw; 
Like them we 'U croon our gratefu* lay, John Anderson, my jo. 

9 Thro* years o' hopes and fears, John, we 've seen our balms* bairns 
And still for thcni and theirs, John, the paurent-soul it yearns. 
The Faither o' us a*, Jolin, He '11 guldo them when we go 
Ayont the bourne whence nane return, John Anderson, my jo I 

8 The grave 11 no beguile, John, ( puir man maun thole his fate I) 
And yet it *s a* the while, John, but heaven's entrance-gate. 
Like winter-bedded flowers, John, that live unseen below, 
Well hill the Light o' promis*d Spring, John Anderson, my jo! 
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THE HUNDRED PIPERS* 

ANCIENT AIR 
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Wi* a hun - dred pipers.an' a\ an' a', Wl* a hun - dred pipers, an' a', an* a', We'll 

Will they a* re - tnrn to their ain dear glen? Will they a' re - turn, our High - land men? Second- 

Hls bonnet an' feather he's wav - Ing high, His pran - cing steed maist seems to fly ; The 
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up an' gi'e them a blaw, a blaw, Wi* a hun - dred pipers an' a', an' a'. 

Bight - ed San - dy look'd f u' wae. And rolth - ers grat when they march'd a - way. 

nor' wind plays wl' his cur - ly hair. While the pi- persblawwl* an un - co flare. 
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1. Oh.its owre the bor-der, a - wa', a - wa*, Its owre the border, a - wa', a-wa'; We'll 

2. Oh ! our sodg - er lads look-ed braw,look'dbraw,With their tar-tans, kilt, an' a', an' a', Wi' their 

3. Oh! wha is fore-most o' a', o' a'? Oh I wha is foremost o* a', o' a'? Bonnie 
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;g: D.8. to FiNB. Play the prelude and begin next verse. 
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on an' we'll march to Car - lisle ha', Wr its yetts, its cas - tie, an' a', an' a', 
bon - nets an' feathers, an' gilt - t'rin' gear. An' pi - brochs sound - ing loud and clear. 

Char -lie, the king o' us a', hur-rabi Wi' his hun -dred pi - pers, an* a', an' a'. 
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^ •Charles Edward entered Carlisle preceded by a hundred pipers. Two thousand Highlanders crossed the Bsk at Long- 
lown; the tide beins swoUeh. nothlnKwas seen of them but their heads and shoulders ; they stemmed the force of the stream, 
and lost not a mar inthe passage, when landed, the pipers struck up, and they danced reels until they were dry ' 
'^Authentic Acotnmt of the Occupation of CarlUle, by George G. Moncey. 
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THE HIGHLAND MINSTREL BOY 



Harry Stoe van Dyk 



John Bamett 



AndarUino sempliee can moio. , -^^ * 










I ha'e wandered niony a night in June,A-lon^ the banks of Clyde.Be - neath abright and bonnlemoon, Wi' 
Oh, hT presence conld on ev -*ry star New brilllan-cy con-fer ; And I tho*t the flow'rs were sweeter far When 
I ha*e played to la - dies fair and gay,In mony a southron hall ; Bnt there was one, far, far a - way, A 
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Ma - ry at my side. As sum-mer was she to mine e*e. And to my heaii: a Joy; And 

they were seen with her. Her brow was calm as sleep-lng sea. Her ^lince was full of Joy; And, 

world a-bovethemall. And uow,tho' wea - ry years have fled, I thinlw.wi' mournful joy, Up- 
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she lo*ed to roam wl* me. Her Highland minstrel boy. I ha*ewander*d mony a night in June A- 
her heart was true to me, H?r Highland minstrel boy. Oh, her presence could on ev -'rystar New 



weel 
O. 
on the time M'hen Ma - ry wed Her Highland minstrel boy. I ha'e play'd to la - dies fair and gay, In 
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Ions: the banks of Clyde, Be - neath a bright and bon-nle moon. Wi* Ma - ry at my side, 
bril - lian - cy con - f er ; A nd I tho't the flow'rs were sweeter far When they were seen with her. 
mony a south-ron hall ; But there was one, far, far a - way, A world a - bove them all. 
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MY ]srATIVE HIGHLAND HOME 
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Words by Morton 
Moderate. ^ 



Muaic by H. B. Bishop, Arraaired by Collin Coe 
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1. My High - land home, where terap - ests blow, And cold thy win - fry 
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Thy moan - tains crown'd with drlv - en snow, And ice - bonnd are thy 



looks, 
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Bat cold - er far the Brit - on's heart, How -ev - er far he 
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words no joy im-part, — •*My na - tlve High-land home !" Then 
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MY NATIVE HIGHLAND HOME 
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gang -wl' me to Scot - laud, dear; We ne'er a • gain will roam; 
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MART OF CASTLE CART* 

Air— "BONIE DUNDEE" 
Hector MaoneU. (1746-1818) 



Arranged by Colin Ck>e 
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1. ** Oh, saw ye my wee things? 

2. ** It was then your Mary; she's 
8. *• A - wa* wr be - gull - ing," 
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saw ye my ain thing? Saw ye my true love down on yon lea? 

f rae Cas - tie Ca - ry ; It was then your true love I met by the tree, 

cried the youth,smll - Ing ; Aff went the bon - net, the lint- white locks flee ; The 




* First published at Edinburgh, In May, 1791, in a periodical conducted by Dr. Anderson, entitled " The Bee.'' The tune to 
of undoubted antiquity. Several other songs, varying as to subjects, have been set to It Burns wrote two verses, beginning; 
" True-hearted was he, the sad swain of the Yarrow,*' for this same air. 
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Cross' she the mea-dow yes - treen at the gloam - in'? Sought she the burn - le whar 

Prond as her heart ls» and mod - est her na - ture, Sweet were the kiss - es that 

belt - ed plaid fa' - ing, her white bo - sora shaw - ing ; Fair 8tood the lov'd maid wl' the 
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flow'rs the haw - tree? 
she ga'e to me." 

dark rolling e'e. 



Her hair it is lint - white,her skin U is milk-white; 
Sair gloom'd his dark brow, blood - red his cheek grew, 

" Is ' it my wee thing? is It my ain thing? 
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Dark is the blue o' her saft, roll - ing e'e ; Red, red her ripe lips, and 

Wild flash'd the Are frae his red roll - ing e'e. "Ye's me, sair, this morn - ing, your 

Is It my true love here that I see?" **0 Jam - le, for- gie me; your 
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sweet - er than ros - es. Whar could my wee thing wan - der frae me?" 

boasts and your scorn - ing, De - fend ye, f ause trait - or ! f u* loud - ly ye lee !" 
heart's con - stant to me; I'll nev - er mair wan - der, dear lad . die, frae thee!" 
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JOCK. O^ HAZELDEAIS * 



Air — OLD BORDER MELODY 
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sir Walter Scott. ( 1771 - 1832 ) 
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1. »* Why weep ye by the tide, la - dye, Why weep ye by the tldt? I'll wed ye to my 

2.** Now iL't this wll - f u* frriet be done, And dry that cheek so pale; Yonnjf Frank Is chief of 

3. •* A chain o' fjold ye shall not lack. Nor braid to bind your hair, Nor met-tled hound. nrr 

4. The kirk was deck*d at morn -Ing tide. The ta - pers glimmered fair; The priest and bridegroom 
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yonng-edt son. And ye shall be his bride, 
Er - ring - ton And lord o* Lang - ley - dale ; 
man - aged hawlc,Nor pal -frey fresh and fair; 
wait the bride, And dame and knight were there. 



And ye shall be his bride, la - dye, Sae 
His step Is tlrst in peace-fu' ha*, His 
And you, the fore-most of them a*. Shall 
They sought her balth by bower and ha* ThL» 
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come-ly to be seen. "But aye she loot the tears down fa* For Jock o' Ha - zel-dsan. 

sword in bat - tie keen.*-Bnt aye she loot the t:^ar.* down fa* For Jock o' Ha - zel-dean. 

rld:i, our for - est queen.* 'But aye she loot tin t^ars down fa* For Jock o* Ha - zM-dean. 

la-dvewas not seen : Sho's o*er the bor-der and a - wa*WrJock o* Ha - zel-dean. 
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• Written by Sir Walter Scott for " Albyn's Anthology," a collection of Highland aire edited by Alexander Campbell. 
The poet borrowed several lines from an old ballad of the same title. 
The air " Olrl I left behind me" originated In this melody. 
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HERE^S A HEALTH, BOT^NIE SOOTLAI^D, TO THEE 




Music, by Alexander Lee, re-arranffed by Collin Coe 
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health to the bold and the free; 
ban • ner of con - qaest and fame : 
ev - er In hat - mo - ny twine ; 
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And as long as the this - tie and* 

The ter - ror of foe - men, the 

And shonld wl - ly dls - cord a- 
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heath - er shall wave, Here s a health, bon - nie Scot - land, to thee ! 
pride of the world, Long may Scot - land hold dear - ly his name, 
gain in - ter • pose, Let us chal - lenge each oth - er in wine; 
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HERE'S A HEALTH, BONNIE SCOTLAND, TO THKh 
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Here's a health to the land of yIc - to - ri - oas Brace, And the 
And still, like their fa - thers, onr broth - ers are true. And their 

For while we*re u • nit - ed foes threat - en in vain, And their 
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cham-pions of lib - er - ty's cause; 
val - or with pleas - nre we see; 
dar - ing our fame shall in - crease 
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And may their ex - am - pie fresh 
Of the wreaths that were won at re - 
Till the ban - ner of vie - to - ry. 
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he - roes pro - duce In de - fence 

nowned Wa - ter - loo There 's a bough 

o'er land and main Tri - nm - 
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of oar rights and onr laws. . . 

of the Ian - rel for thee. . . 

phant, is wav - Ing in peace. . . 

D.8. (U Fine. 
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IS THERE FOE HONEST POVERTY 

OR 

A MAN'S A MAN, FOR A' THAT* 



AlH— "FOU A' THAT AND A' THAT" 
BolMrt Burns. (1769-1786) 

ModenUo. 



Arrsn8'«d by Oolln Ooe 
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*" Tills song." says a writer, '* has hisptred more manly feelings In the breasts of Scottish youths, than any five other verses 
^hat ever were penned." 

" In this lyric." says another, *' Bums has vindicated the mutual right of his species." 

The verses were written in I7i». Bums said to his publisher, " I do not give it for your book, but merely by way of vive Iw 
btHfotelle ; for the piece is not really poetry.'' 
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1. Is there, for hon-est pov - er - ty That hanj2:s his head, and a* that? The 

2. What tho' on hame-ly fare we dine — Wear hod -den grey, and a' that? Gie 
8. Ye see ^on birk - ie ca'd a lord, Wha struts and stare8,and a* that? Thongh 
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COW - ard - slave, we pass him by — We dare be poor for a' that ! 

fools their siilcs, and knaves their wine — A man's a man for a' that, 

hnn - dreds wor - ship at his word, He*s bnt a coof for a* that. 
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For a* 
For a* 
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that. Oar toils ob - scure, and a' 
that. Their tin - sel show, and a* 
that, His rib -band, star, and a* 
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rank is but the gnin - ea*s stamp — The man*s the gowd, for a* that, 

hon - est man, tho* e*er sae poor, Is king o' men, for a* that, 

man of in -de - pend - ent mind, He looks and langhs at a* that. 
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A prince can mak' a belted knight, 

A marqnis, dnke, and a* that ; 
Bnt an honest man *s aboon his mighty 

6*id? faith he manna fa' that; 
For a' that, and a' that, 

Their dignities, and a' that ; 
The pith o' sense and pride o' worth, 

Are higher rank than a* that. 



5 Then let us pray that come it may, 

As come it will, for a* that. 
That sense and worth, o'er a' the earth, 

May bear the gree and a' that. 
For a' that, and a' that. 

It 's comin' yet, for a' that. 
That man to man, the wide warld o'er. 

Shall brothers be, for a' that ! 
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I'M OWRE TOUNG TO MARRY YET* 

Words partly by Bums Arranced by Oollln Oo« 
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1. I'm owre yoang. I *ra owre young, I'm owre young to mar - ry yet; V\n 

2. I'm owre young, I 'm owre young, I 'm owre young to mar - ry yet ; I'm 
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a sin To tak' me frae my mam - my yet. I 
a sin To tak' me frae my mam - my yet. For 



owre young; 'twad be 

owre young; 'twad be 
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am my mam - my's ain bairn, Nor of my hame am wea - ry yet; And 
I ha'e had my ain way; None dare to con - tra - diet me yet; So 
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* The title and part of the chorus are ol;l. The rest of the words are by Bums. " The tune, " says Mr. Stenhouse, " is evi- 
dently the progenitor of that flne. modern Stnithspey called ' Loch Erroch Side. ' " The song was furnished by Bums to the 
puhhcation known as "Johnson's Museum." 
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ye learn, lads, That ye for me must tar - ry yet. For I'm 
I wad o - bey. In truth I dare not ven - tufe yet. For I *m 
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mam-my yet. 
mam-my yet. 
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THE BRAES O' BALQUHITHER 



Old Air— "THREE CARLS O' BUCHANAN" 



Words lay TannahlU. ( 1774 — 1810 ) 



Amuiffed by Colin Coe 
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THE BRAES O' UALQUHITHER 
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go To the braes o* Bal - quhith-er, Where the blae - ber - ries 

bow*r, By the clear bU - ler foun-tain, And 1*11 cov - er It 

win* i - dly raves round our dwell- ing. And the roar of the 

prime Wi the flow'rs rich - ly blooin-ing, And the wild moun-tain 



go, las - sie, 

twine thee a 

rude win - try 

simmer is in 
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o'er Wr the flow*rs o* the moun-tain; I will 

linn On the night - breeze is swell-lng; Sae 
thyme A* the moor - lands per - fnm-lng; To our 
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scenes Let us Jour - ney the- glth-er, Where glad in 



mer 
the 
ing 



day Maog the 
spoils To the 
ring Wi* tlie 



no -cence reigns, *Mang the 



:Pn: 



S 



-^-5 ^ ' ^" 1 — 



^ 



gHr 



i 



.feei- 




:3tc 



^^ 



^ 



-Jttjl 



braes o* Bal - quhlther. Will ye go, 

bow'r o' my dear-ie. Will ye go, 

light lilt -ing cho-rus. Will ye go, 

braes o* Bal - quhlther. Will ye go. 
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las - sie, go 

las - sie, go 

las - sie, go 

las - sie, go 



To the braes o Bal 

To the braes o* Bal 

To the braes o* Bal 

To the braes o' Bal 
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THE BLUE BELLS OF SCOTLAN'D* 
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Air— ''BLUE BELLS OP SCOTLAND" 
(Omginal TiTLK—** WHERE, TELL ME WHERE") 



Arraxifired by Colin Coe 




1. Oh» where, 

2. Oh, where, 

3. Oh, what, 

4. Oh, what. 



tell me 

tell me 

tell me 

tell me 
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where is your High - land lad - die gone? 

wher^ did yoar High - land lad - die dwell? 

what does your High - land lad - die wear? 

what if your High - land lad be slain? 



Oh, where. 
Oh, where. 
Oh. what, 
Oh, what, 



tell 
tell 
tell 
tell 



me 
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where is your High - land lad - die 

where did your High - laud lad • die 

what does your High - land lad - die 

what if your High - land lad be 



gone? 
dwell? 
wear? 
slain? 



He's gone with stream- Ing 

He dwelt in bon - nie 

A bon - net with a 

Oh, no! true love will 
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ban - ners where noble deeds are done, 

Scot - land, where blooms the sweet blue bell, 

lof- ty plume,and on his breast a plaid, 

be his guard and bring him safe a - gain. 



And it's oh, in my heart I 

And it *s oh, in my heart I 

And it 's oh, in my heart I 

For it *8 oh !my heart woold break if 







. wish him safe at home. 
. lo'e my laddie well. 
. lo*e my Highland lad. 
my Highland lad were slain. 
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• First and third verses by Mrs. Grant, of Laggan, ( 1756 — 1838) ; second and fourth verses by an unknown writer. Mrs. 
Grant wrote the verses mentioned, on the departure of the Marquis of Huntley for the continent, with his regiment, in 1799. 
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EOY^S WIFE 

Words by Mrs. Orant, of Oarroo. (1746—1814) 



Old Melody 
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Al - di - val-loch, Roy*8 wife, of Al - dl-val-loch, Wat ye how. she cheat-cd me As 
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I cam o'er the braes o'Balloch? She yow*d,she swore she wad be mine; She said she lo*ed me 

2. 0, she was a can- tie qaean ; Weel ooold she dance the 
8. Her hair sac fair, her e'en sae clear, Her wee bit mou' sac 



Fine. 2d db 3d Verses begin here 
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best 0* on - le ; 

Highland wallock 

sweet and bon-nie ; 
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I been Roy of 
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left her Johnnie! 
Al-di- val-loch! 
left her John-nle. 
D.S. al^Firu. 
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THE ROWAIT TREE' 

Muslo arraaffed by Flnlay Duud 
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1. O row -an tree! O row -an tree! thou'lt aye be dear to me; En - 

2. How ff^lr wert thou in slm-mer: time, wl* a' thy clns - ters white I How 
8. On thy fair stem weremon-y names^which now naemair I see: But 
4. O, there a - rose my fa-ther's prayer, In ho • ly eve - ning*8 calm. How 
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twined thon art 

rich and gay 

they're en - grav 

sweet was then 
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en on my 

my moth - er's 



ties o' hame and in - fan - cy. 

dress, wi' ber - ries red and bright! 

heart; for - got they ne'er can be! 

voice . . in the Mar - tyr's psalm. 
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Thy leaves were aye the first o* spring, thy flowers the slm - mer's pride; 

We sat a - neath thy spread - ing shade ; the bairn - ies round thee ran ; 

My moth- er! O, I see her still! she smiled on r sports to see; 

Now, a' are gane! we meet nae mair a - neath the row - an tree; 
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was nae sic a bon - nie tree in a* the conn - trie side, 

pn'd thy bon - nie ber - ries red, and neck - lac - es they Strang, 

lit - tie Jean - ie on her lap, wl* Jam - ie at her knee, 

hallowed thoughts a-round thee twine o* hame and in - fan - cy, 



row - an tree! 

row - an tree I 

row - an tree! 

row - an tree! 
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* The mountain ash. 
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Robert Bums. ( 1759 - 1796 ) 
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1. Be - hind yon hills where Lu - gar^ flows, 'Rlang moors and moss - es 

2. My Nan - n)e*s charm - ing, sweet, and yonng Nae art - fa' wiles to 

3. A coun - try lad is my de - gree, An' few there be that 
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The win - try ^ sun the day has closed. An' 

May ill be - fa' the flat - tering tongne That 
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I'll a - 
wad be 
wel - come 
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to 
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Nan - nie, O. 

Nan - nie, O. 

Nan - nie, O. 



The west 
Her face 
Come weal. 



lln' wind 

Is fair, 

come woe. 
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• This is one of Burns' early songs, and one of his best 

The heroine was a seryant at Calcothill near Lochlea, named Agnes Fleming. The tuoe is very okL 
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Is trae, 
na' by; 
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; The night's bftith 
As spot - less 
I'll tak' what 


mirtc and rain « 
as she's bon - 
h'^'aven will send 


nie, 
me. 
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my plaid, an* ont 1*11 steal. And o'er the 
ninic gow - an, wet \x\ dew, Nae pur - er 
er care in life hae I. Bnt live an' 



hill to Nan - uT?; 

Is than Nan - nie, 

love my Nan- nle. 
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"WTLLIE BREWD A PEOK O' MATJT.* 

BotMrtBonw. (1789-1706.) 
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• Written by Boms, in im, and set tomiuleby Allan Masterton. It baa been pronooiieed tiie best of afl 1 
pieees. Tbe meettng wbich it celebrates took pbbee between tbe poet wnuam Niebol,of tbe High Sehool, Edinbnrsh, and 
Allaa Masterton, aootlier seiiooiBaster and mnsieal amatenr. Niebol bad boogtat a small fann. naaied ** I^nma.** In tbe parish 
of Dnnseore, Domfrtesshiie, wliere be spent tbe ftotumn vacations. Masterton and Boms went on a visit to die ** lllastrkHis 
lord of Lasgan's many bins.** Niebol, as in duty bound, produced bis best. TnuUtion asserts tliat day dawned kmic ere tiio 
ipiests arose to depart. ** Tbe air Is Mmsterton's," says Bnnis ; " tbe song Is mine. We bad such a )oyoas meettng. tbat Mr. 
Masterton and T agreed, eacb in our own way. to eelebrate tbe bosiness." 
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WILLIE BREWD A PECK O' MA01 
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cam* to prie; Three With - er lads, that lee lang night, Ye 

trow are we; And rao - ny a nlcht we've mer - ry been. And 

lift Ma'i hie; Sh'.' shines sae biicht to wyle ns hame; But, 

loiin U h?; Wha last be - side his chair shall fa*, He 
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■wad - na And in Chris - ten - die. 

mon - y mae we hope to be. 

by uiy sooth, she'll wait a - wee. 

is the king a - mang us three. 



We 



are na fou, we* re 
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cock may craw, the day may daw, But aye we 'U taste the bar - ley brec. 
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THERE'S CAULD KAIL IN ABERDEEN* 

>Villlam BeiQ. (1764-1831 > Arranged by Co'Un Coe 




nuld kail in Ab - er- deen, And ban - nocks in Strath - bo 

mer - Ti -ly my time I pass, With spir - its brisk and vo 
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nae - thing drives a - wa' the spleen Sae weeVs a so 
wi' my I)niks and my sweet lass, My cro - nles and 
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That mor - tal's life nae pleas - ure shares, Wha broods o'er a' that's fo - gie; When ■ 
Then haste, and gie*s an auld Scots sang, Sic like as Kath - 'rine O - gie : A 
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e'er I'm fash?d ivl* warld - ly cares, I drown them in a co - gl< 

gnde auld sang comes nev - er wrang. When o'er a so - cial co - gie. 
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• There are flereral versions of this popular song: but this one, written by Wflllam Held, a bookseller of Gla.«|{ow. is 
genemllv adopted 
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ATJLD EOBIN- GRAY * 

THE MODERN AIU 



Lady Ann IilndBay 
Moderato aa^ 



Music by Bev. Wm. Leaves 
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Youns; Ja-mie loe*d me weel, and souj^ht me for liU bride; But, .sav - iiig a crown, he h:ul 
My fa-ther could-na work, my mith - er could-na spin ; I toiled day and night, butth.Mr 
My fa-ther ar -gnedttalr; my mith - er did - na speak,But she looked In my face till my 
O, sair, did we greet, and mic - kle did we say! Ae kiss we took — nae mair — I 
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naeth-Ing else be - side. To make the crown a pound, my Ja- mle gaed 
bread I could-na win; Auld Rob maintained them balth,and,wl* tears in 
heart was like to break. They gied him my hand, but my heart was in 

bade him gang a - wa*. I wish that I were dead ; but I *m nae like 



to sea. And the 

his e*e. Said 

the sea; And so 

to dee ; And 
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• Written by I^ady Ann Lindsay-Barnard, daugliter of the Earl of Balcarras. She was born, Nov. 27. 1750. Married 
Andrew Barnard, ( son of tlie Bishop of Limerick, ) In 1793. Died, May 6tli, 1825. 
The song originally began witii the following lines: 

'*When the sheep are In the fauld, and the kye's come hame, 

And a' the world to rest are gane. 
The waes o' my heart fa* In sliowers frae my e*e. 
Unkent by my gudeman. who sleeps sound by me.'* 
Here also are four additional Hues by Sir Walter Scott: 

*'Nae langer she wept, her tears were a' spent. 

Despair it was come, and she thought It content; 
She thought it content, but her cheek It grew pale. 
And she droop'd like a Illy broke down by the gale." 
An older air to which "Auld Robin Gray" was sung will be found on page 77. 

The modern air, to which the song Is now universally sung, was composed by Rev. Wm. Leeves. rector of Wrlghton, « ho 
died in 1828, aged 80. 

Lady Lindsay wrote a '* second part,'' or sequel to the first, which Is quite lengthy. It describes the confession of the dying 
Auld Robin, just as Jamie returns from o'er the sea. The former declares that he stole the cow, in order to so further ImpoT- 
erlsh Jennie's parents, tliat she should be compelled to marry him for the nl<1 people's sake. The dying man Is filled with remorse 
asks forgiveness, and hopes that Jennie will soon marry Jamie and be haopy. Of course they are married soon after Robin's 
demise; and the song ends just as the first yonng balm appears. 
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crown and the pound, they were baith for me. 

**Jen-nie, for their sakes will yon mar - ry me?" 

auld Rob - in Gray he was gude - man to me. 

why do I live to say '^Wae is me?" 



1/ ^ 

He haii-na been a - wa' a 

My heart it said nae, and I 

I had-na been his wife a 

I gang like a ghaist, and I 
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week but on - ly twa, When my mith - er she fell sick, and the cow was stown a- wa* ; My 

looked for Ja - mie back; But hard blew the winds,and his ship was a wrack; His 

week but on - ly four. When, mourn - fn* as I sat on the stane at the door, I 

care-na to spin; I dare- na think o' Ja- mie, for that wad be a sin. But 
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fa-therbrak' his arm, my Ja - mie at the sea, And auld Ilob - in Gray came a court-ing me. 
ship it was a wrack !why did -na Jen-nie dee? And wherefore was I spared to cry,*' Wae is me?" 
saw my Jamle*s gliaist — I conld-na think it he. Till he said **I*m come hime, my love, to mar - ry thee I" 

I will do my best a gude-wif e aye to be For auld Rob - in Gray he is kind to me. 




AULD ROBIN GRAY 

Thi Old Air — " THE BRIDEGROOM GREITS" 
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OWRE THE WATER TO CHARLIE.* 

OLD JACOBITE SONG. 




1. Come boat me owre, come, row me owre, Come boat me owre to Char -lie; Fll 

2. It*8 weel I lo'e my Char- lie's name, Though some there be that ab - hor him; But 
8. I ance had sons, I now hae nane ; I bred them toil - Ing salr - ly ; And 
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O, to see 

I wad bear 
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an - oth - er baw - bee To f er - ry me owre 
aald Nick gaun hame. And Char - lie's face 
them a* a - gain And lose them a' 



to Char - lie. 
be - fore Hini ! 
for Char - lie! 
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We'll owre the wa-.ter and owre ,the sea. We'll owre the wa-ter to Char - lie; Come 

I swear by moon and ^tars sae brlcht.And the sun that glanc -!es ear - ly, If 
We'll owre the wa - ter and owre the sea, We'll owre the wa-ter to Char - lie; Come 




weal,come woe.we'll gather and go, And live and die wi' Char- lie. 

I had twenty thou-sand llves.Fd gle them a* for Char -lie. 

wealfCome woe, we'll gather and go. And live and die wi' Char -lie. 
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•This song appeared about the year 1746. It Is probable^ however, that there was an older song of ihe same title. /Tew 
ieoples of the song read alilce. We give Hogg's version, a^ it appeared In his " Relics." 



Bobert Burns. (1759—1796) 



HIGHLAND MAET* 
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Arranged by Ck>Un Coe 
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AndarUino. 



1. Ye bankH and braes, and streams a-round The 

2. How sweet - \y bloom'd the gay green blrk, How 
8. Wr mon-y a vow and lock*d em-brace, Onr 
4. O! pale, pale now those ro - sy lips I 
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o* Mont - gom-er - y, 

haw - thorn*s bios - som, 

was fo' ten - der; 

klss'd sae fond - ly! 
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rich the 
part - In^ 
aft ha*e 



Oreen be yonr woods, and fair your flow*rs, Your 

As, un - der-neath their fra - grant shade, I 

And, pled;; - ing aft to meet a - gain, We 

And clo8*d for aye the spark- ling glance That 
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wa - ters nev - er drum - lie. There sim - mer ilrst un - fanld her robes. And there the lang-est 

clasp'dher to my bos -om I The gold - en hours,on an- gel wings. Flew o*er me and my 

tore our-sels a - sun - der. Bat, 01 fell death's un - time-ly frost. That nipt my flow'r sae 

dwelt on me sae kind- ly! And monld*rlng now in si - lent dust That heart that lo'ed me 
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tar- ry; 
dear-le; 
ear - lyl 
dear-ly! 



I'or thTre I took 
For dear to me 
NoWtgreen's the sod, 
But still, with- in 



the last fare -well O* my sweet Hisrh-land Ma 

as light and life Was my sweet High-land Ma 

and canld*sthe clay. That wraps my High-land Ma 

my bos - om's core. Shall live my High-land Ma 
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• These verses relate to one of the most interesting events of the poet's life. He had taken farewell of a beloved glit,* ic 
whom he was to have been married on her return from the .West Highlands ; but she had searee got back again to Greenock, 
when she was seized with a miOlgnant fever, and died before Bums could hear of her illness. Her name was Mary CampbeK 
and her remains repose In the west ohnrehvard at Oreenock. 
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CASTLES IN THE AIK 



Jamee BaUantine* 
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1. The bon - nie, Imd • nie bairn 8it« . . 

8. He sees . . . muck • le cas • ties . . 

8. Sic a night In win • ter may 
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pok - in* In the ase, 
tow - 'rin* to the moon, 
weel mak* him caald; 



Glow' - rtn* in the fire . . wl* his 
He sees . . lit - tie sodg - ers . . 
His chin lip - on . his bnf - fy hand will 
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soon 


ronnd 
them a' 
mak* him 


face; 
doan; 
aald; 


His 


Laugh - in* at the 
Warlds whom - lin' 
brow Is bent sae 


Ki' ^n' 
up and 
braid. 
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doan, 

oh, 
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CASTLES IN THB AIR 
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-wliat ' sees he there? Ha! the young c1reainer*8 big - glu* cas - ties In the air! 

blaz - In* vrV a flare, Losh! how he loops as they glim- mer In the air! 

pray that dad - dy Care Wad let the wean a - lane wi* his cas - ties in the air. 
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His wee chub - by face, an* his tow - zy curl - y pow Are 

For a* sae sage he looks, what can the lad - die ken? He's 

He*ll glow - er at the Are, an' he'll keek at the light; But 
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laugh - in' an' nod-din' to the danc-ln' lowe; He 'II brown his ros - y cheeks and . 

thlnk-in* up - on nae-thlng, likemon-y niight-y men; A wee thing Bak*s os think, a . . 

mony spark-ling stars are swallow'd up by night; Auld-er een than his are . 
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singe his sun - ny hair, 
sma' thing inak's ns stare, — 
glam - onr'd by a glare, 



Glow - rin* at the imps wi' their 
There are mair . . folks than him big - gin' 
Hearts are bro - ken, heads are tnm'd wi' 



EE 



^ 



1 ^ a^ 



^^ 



w 



^^ 



_J5i 



S 



?S 



*i ■ — H " i " 



> 'V J: J ;: J J I - 



D.8. 



i 



cas - ties in the air! 
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MT AIN" FIRESIDE* 



Words by BUaabeth Hamilton 







Arraoired. by Colin Coa 
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I hae seen great anes,an* 

feasts made for pdnc - es, wl* 

a f Ance mair, Gude be thank't,round my 
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sat in ^reat ha's, *Mang lords an* 'mang la - dies a' cov - er'd wi' braws. 

prlnc - es I've been, Whar* the gran' shine o* splen - dor has daz - zledmy e'en. 

ain heart some in-gle, Wi' the friends o* my yonth I cor - dial - ly min-^le. 

seem wae or glad, I may laagh whenl*m mer - ry, and sigh when I'm sad. 
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But a sight sae de - light - fii' I trow I ne'er spied, As the lK>n - nie blithe blink o' my 
Nae false- hood to. dread, an' nae mal -ice to fear; But truth to de -light me, and 
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ata Are - side. My ain flre-slde, mj ain flre-slde; O cheer-y's the blink o' my sin flre-side. 
friendshlpto cheer; O* a* roadstohappi-nesSev -erwentried.Thero'snaiiehaUso snre asane's ain flrc-s)de. 
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• Tbto song has been vory popular in SooUand. 



MT AIN FIRESIDE 



83 



Solo or Dubt. (ad lib,) 




m^m 



^i=^ 



i 



-i-^ ^ ' J7~^ H^ 



5^ 



i_;:\ii^^M^ ^^ 



aln fire - side, my aln fire - side ; O sweet is tlie blink o' my ain fire - side. 
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8 Wlien I draw in my stool on my cosey hearthstone, 
My heart lonps sae light, I scarce 1cen*t for my ain ; 
Care's doun on the win', it is clean out o' sight; 
Past troubles they seem but as dreams o' the night 
I hear but kend voices, kend faces I see. 
An mark saft affection glent fond f rae ilk e'e ; 
Nae fletchings o' flatt'ry, nae boastings o' pride ^ 
T is heart speaks to heart at ane's ain fireside. 
My ain fireside, etc. 
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1. How blithe, ilk morn, was I to see My swain come o'er the hill! He 

2. I neith - er want - ed ewe nor lamb, While his flocks near me lay; He 
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skipt the bum, and flew to me; I met him wl' 
gath - ered in my sheep at night. And cheer'd me a' 



good - will, 
the day. 
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• This fine old melody is of groat antiquity, and is known to have existed at least before the union of the crowns of Sootiand 
and England, in ia08. The words to whieh the tune was originally united, are lost, with the exception of the chorus. The author 
of the verses here given is unknown ; but they are subscribed with the initals " S. R." in Ramsay's Tea-Table Miscellany. 

"Gowdenknows" is a ridgy district in Lauderdale, Berwickshire, once overgrown with tall and luxuriant broom, but now 
■Qbjeeted to the plough. 
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THE BKOOM O' THE COWDENKKOWKS 
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O, the broom,the bon-nle,bon-nie broom, The broom of the Cow- den-knowenl 
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wlrth I were nvi' my dear swain, Wr bl8 pipe 



and my ewes. 
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O, the broom, the bon- nie, bon - ule broom ! 
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8 He taned his pipe and reed sae sweet, 
The birds stood listening by ; 
E*en the dnll cattle stood and gmxed, 
Charmed wl* his melody. 
0, the broom, etc, 

4 While thus we spent our time by turns 

Betwixt our flocks and play, 
I envied not the fairest dame, 
Though e*er so rich and gay, 
O, the broom, etc. 

5 Hard fate! that I should banished be 

Gking heavily, and mourn, 
Because I loved the kindest swain 
That ever yet was bom ! 
O, the broom, etc. 

6 Adieu, ye Cowdenknowes, adlen I 

Fareweel, a* pleasured there ! 
Te godti! rentore me to my swain ^— 
It's a' I crave or care. 
O, the broom, etc. 
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WANDERIITG WILLIE* 



Air — "HERE AW A', THERE AWA'" 



Robert Borna. ( 17<^9 — 1796 ) 
Moderato, 



Arranired. by Oolln Ooa 
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1. Here a - \va\ 

2. Rest, ye >vild 
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there a - wa\ wan - der - log Wll - lie! 
storms, in the caves of yonr slum - bers ! 



Here a- wa'. there a - wa\ 
How your dread howl - ing a 
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dear - le ; Tell me thou brlng'st me my Wll - lie a -' Grain. 

bU -lows! And waft mjr dear lad - die ance malr to my arms. 
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* The beantffal air. " Here awa', there awa\" Is preserved In Oswald's Collection of the Scottish tunes. Bums, being very 
A>Dd of the melofly. wrote tliese verses to it, in 1703. and sent them to Thomson's " Collection." 
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WANDERING WILLIE 
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-ter -winds blew lond and cauld at oar part-ing; Fear for my Wll - lie broiigtat 
Oh. if hc*8 faith - less, and minds nae his Nan-nie, Flow still be-tween ns, then 
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tears In my e'e. 

darlc - heav - ing main I 



Wei - come now, sim - mer, and "wel - come, my 
May I nev - er see It, may I nev - er 
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Wll - lie; The sim - mer to Na - ture, and Wll - lie to me. 

trow it! Bat, dy - ing, be - lleve that my Wil - lie*s my ain! 
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TAK' TOUK ATTLD CLOAK ABOUT TE* 



Andaniino, 
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In win - ter,when the rain laiaed cauld, Andfrost andsnaw on II - kahiU; And 
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* The antiquity of this song is nufflclently proved from a fragment of It being quoted in Shakespeare's tragedy of Othello 

puM;^h«<l In K»1. 



l-AK' YOUR AULD CLOAK ABOUT XU 
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Bo-reas, wi' his bluts sae banld. Was threatening a' oar kje to kill; Then 
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wha lo'en nae strife, 



Bell, my wife, 



She said to me, 
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right has -tl- ly, 
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np, guid€-man, 



save Cnim-rale*s life, And tak' your auld cloak a - bout ye. 




2 My Crummie is a usefu' cow, 

And she is come of a good kin' ; 
Aft has she wet the balms' mou', 

And I am laith that she should tyne. 
Get up, gudeman ; it Is f u' time ; 

The sun shines f rae the lift sae high ; 
Sloth never made a gracious end, — 

Gae, tak' your auld cloak about ye. 

8 My cloak was ance a gude gray cloak, 

When it was fitting for my wear ; 
But now it's scantly worth a groat. 

For I have worn't this thretty year. 
Let's spend the gear that we ha'e won, 

We liUle ken the day well die ; 
Then I'll be proud, since I ha'e sworn 

To ha'e a new cloak about me. 

4 In days when guid King Robert ran. 
His trews they cost but half-a-crown ; 
He said they were a groat owre dear. 

And ca'd the tailor thief an' loon. 
He was the King that wore the crown, 

And thon'rt a man o' low degree ; 
Tl9 pride puts a' the country doun, 
Sae tak' your auld cloak about ye. 



5 Ilka land has Its aln lauch, [law] 

Ilk kind o' corn has Its aln hool ; 
I think the warld is a' gane wrang. 

When ilka wife her man wad rul«. 
Do ye no see Rob, Jock, and Hab, 

How they are girded gallantlle. 
While I sit hurklin In the ase? 

Ill hae a new cloak about me. 

6 Guidman, I wat it's thretty year. 

Sin' we did ane anither ken ; 
And we hae had atween us twa, 

O* lads and bonnie lasses ten. 
Now they are women grown and men, 

I wish and pray weel may they be ; 
And if ye prove a guld husband. 

E'en tak' your auld cloak about ye. 

7 Bell, my wife, she lo'es nae strife. 

But she wad guide me, if she can. 
And to maintain an easy life 

I aft maun yield, tho' I'm guidman. 
Nought's to be galn'd at women's ban 

Unless ye gie them a' the plea ; 
Then I'll leave off where I began, 

And tak' my auld cloak about me. 
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O LOGIE O' BCrCHAN"* 
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Lo - i^le o' Bu-chan, 

Sao - dy has ous - en, 

dad - die looks sulk - y ; 

sit on my cree - pie, 
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Lo - gle the laird, 
has gear, and has kye, 
my min -nie looks soar; 

1 spin at my wheel, 



They ha*e ta'en a - wa* 

A hoase and a 

They frown up - on 

And think on the 
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Ja - mie that delv'd in the yard, Wha* played on the pipe, and ttie 

had - den, and sll - ler for bye. Yet I'd tak* mine ain lad, wl' his 

Ja - mie be - cause he Is poor; Tho* I lo*e them as weel a^ a 

lad - die that lo*ed me sae weel; He had but ae sax - pence; he 
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He said 
He said 
He said 
Then 
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vi - ol sae sma*. They ha'e ta'en a - wa' Ja - mie, the flow'r o* them a', 

staff in his hand, Be - fore I 'd hae him wi' the hous - es and land, 

dauffh-ter should do. They 're nae hauf sae dear to me, Ja - mie, as you. 

bralc' it in twa. And gled me the hauf o't when he gaed a - wa'. 
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• Tills line characteristic song, united to an hIf that \h more than ordinarily pleasing, has been ascribed to (ieorge Halket. 
wbo (lied ill 1766. The " Ix>gie " is situated hi Crhnoiid. Aberdeenshire ; and the hero of the piece was a James Robertson, gardener 
at the place. 
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* Think na lang, 

* Think nalaug, 
'Think na lang, 

haste ye back, 



las - sie, 
las - sie, 
las - sie, 
Ja - mie, 



tho' 
tho' 
tho' 
and 



I gang 
I gang 
I gang 
bide nae 



a - was 
a - wa*, 
a - was 
a - wa* 



He said 
He said 
He said 
•Then 



* Think na lang, las - sie, tho' 

'Think na lang, las - sie, tho' 

' Think na lang, las - sie, tho' 

haste ye back, Ja - mie, and 
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I gang a - wa* ; 

I gang a - wa* ; 

I gang a- wa*; 

bide nae a - wa* ; 
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For the sim - mer is com - ing, cauld win-ter's a- wa*, And 

For the slm - mer is com - ing, cauld win-ter's a- wa*, And 

For the slm - mer is com - ing, canld wln-ter*s a- wa*, And 

For the sim - mer is com - ing, cauld win - ter *s a - wa'. And 
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For the sim - mer is com - in;;, cauld 

For tiie sim - mer is com - iii^, cauld 

For the sim - mer \» com - Ini;, canld 

For the sim - mer is com - ing, canld 



^ 



I *ll come and see thee in spite o' them a* ; 

I *ll come and see thee In spite o' them a* ; 

I '11 come and see thee in spite o* them a*: 

yell come and see me in spite o* them a* ; 
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win-ter's a - wa*, 

win-ter's a - wa', 

win- ter *s a - wa*, 

win-ter's a - wa', 



And I '11 come and see 

And I'll come and see 

And I'll come and see 

And ye'll come and see 



thee 
thee 
thee 
me 
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TWEED SIDE 



Robert Crawfurd. ( Died 1782 ) 



Arranered by Colin Coe 
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beau - ties do.»» Flo 

war - biers are heard 

does my love pass 

she does the vlr 



ra dls - close! 

In the grove — 

the long day? 

gins ex - eel; 



How sweet are her smiles 

The lln - net, the lark. 

Does Ma - ry not tend 

No beau - ty with her 
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few 
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Tweed ! Yet Ma - ry's • still 

thrnsh ; The black - bird and 

sheep? Do they nev - er 

pare ; Love's grac - es a ■ 
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sweet - er than those. Both na - turc and 

sweet -coo - Ing dove With mu - sic en - 

care - less - ly stray. While hap - pi - ly 

roTid h'»r do dwell; Sho's fair- est where 
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fan - cy ex - ceed. 

chant ev - *ry bash, 

she lies a - sleep? 

thou- sands are fair. 



No dal - sy, nor sweet blush - Ing rose. Not 

Come, let us go forth to the mead ; Let us 

Sboald Tweed's mnr - murs lull her to rest, Kind 

Say, charm - er, where do thv flocks stray? O, 




* Aooordlng to Sir Walter Soott, the Mary celebrated in ** Tweed Side" was Mary Lillas Soott, of the Harden temily ^a 
descendant of the famed beauty, Mary Soott of Drvhope in Selkirkshire, known by the name of ** The Flower of Yarrow/ 
H irlen Ih an estate on the Tweed. The melo<lv of this Aong Is very old. 
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all the gay flow'rs of the field, Not Tweed, glid - Ing gen - tly through 

see how the prim- ros - es spring; We'll lodge in some vll - lage on 

na - tare in - dulg - ing my bliss, To re - lleve the soft pains of my 

tell me at noon where they feed; Shall I seek them on sweet wind - ing 




those, 
Tweed, 
breast, 
Tay 



Such beau - ty and pleas - ure doth yield. 

And love while • the feath - er'd folks sing. 

I'd steal an am - bros - i - al kiss. 

Or the pleas - anter banks of the Tweed? 
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THE OLD VERSION ♦ 
I When Maggie and I were acquaint, 
I carried iny noddle f u' hie ; 
Nae lint white in a* the gay plain, 

Nae gowdsplnk sae bonnie as she. 
I whistled, I piped, and I sang; 

I woo'd, but I cam* nae great speed; 
Therefore I maun wander abroad. 
And lay my bones far frae the Tweed. 



2 To Maufgie, my love I did tell; 

My tears did my passion express ; 
Alas ! for [ lo'ed her ower weel. 

And the women lo*e sic a man less. 
Her heart it was frozen and cauld ; 

Her pride had my ruin decreed ; 
Therefore I maun wander abroad, 

And lay my bones far frae the Tweed. 
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THE YELLOW-HAIRED LADDIE t 

Arranged by Oolln Coe 
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• Said to have been written by Tx>rd Tester. Marquis of Tweeddale. who died In 1713, tn his 68th year. 

t Nothing is known of the history of this fine air. except that it is very old. The words here given to the song are those of 
Allan Ramsay, which appeared in his " Tear Table Miscellany." He gave. also, in the same collection, the original words, under 
the title of •• The Yellow-haired Twaddle." We reprint them ( following rhl« nong) under the title •• Old V*»r«»lon " 
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THE YELLOW-HAIRED LADDIE 
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The yel - low - halr*d lad - die woald oft - en - times go To 

He sung with so soft and en - chant - ing a soand, That 
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glens, where the haw - thorn trees grow, 

fair - ies un - seen danc'd a - ronnd. 
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3 The shepherd thus sung, "Though young Maddie be 4 That Maddie In all the gay bloom of her youth, 

fair, Like the moon was inconstant, and ne'er spoke the 

Her beauty is dashed with a scornful, proud air;*' truth; 

But Susie was handsome, and sweetly could sing; But Susie was faithful, good-humored, and free, 

Her breath's like the breezes perfumed in the spring. And fair as the goddess that sprung from the sea. 

5 That mamma's fine daughter, with all her great dower 
Was awkwardly airy, and frequently sour. 
Then sighing, he wished, would but parents agree. 
That witty, sweet Susan his mistress might be. 



OLD VERSION 

1 The yellow-haired laddie sat down on yon brae — 2 ** The weather is cauld and my cleadln Is thin, 

Cried " Milk the yowes, lassie, let nane o' them The yowes are new-clept and they winna bucht 

gae ;" In ; 

And aye as she milkit she merrily sang, They winna bucht in, although I should dee ! 

* The yellow-haired laddie shall be my gudeman. O, yellow-haired laddie, be kind unto me I *• 

8 The gudewife cries butt the house, ** Jennie, come ben I 
The cheese is to mak', and the butter 's to kirn." 
*' Though butter, and cheese, and a' should gang sour, 
I'll crack and I '11 kiss wi' my love ae half-hour! 
It's ae lang half-hour, and we'll e'en mak' It three. 
For the yellow-haired laddie my gudeman shall be." 
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Bobert Burns. ( 176G-1796 ) 



Air — *• BIRKS OF ABERGELDY" 
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Bon - nie las - sie, will ye go, 
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will ye jro, will ye go, Bon - nIe las - sle, will ye go to tlie birlis ofAb - er-f el - dy ? 

Fink. 



II 



^ 





-• 


9 1 












^ 








3 


{ — — 


5 — ^ 





^ b r ■ fe" 


1 


s — r»- 


— ^■^ — 


-^~i~T' 


-fe— 






^ r^ 


fk ^ ^ 




J S ^ " 


^ B 


- « 


-J^—J- 


1^ 






/ r 


r J * 


*^ 


* • Jt ^ • m 


-■P -f* - 






«- 


) ^ 


V- ^ 




^ ^ ^. m ^ 


"■~ 


v.^ • • 






1 


. Now 


Sim - merblinlis 


on 


flow - 'ry braes, And o*er the crys - tal 


stream - 


let plays 


Come, 
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. While 


o'er their head 


the 


haz - els hing, The lit - tie bird - ies 


blithe - 


ly sing, 


Or 
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. The 


braes as - cend 


lilve 


loft - y wa*8; The foam - in' stream,deep 
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in*, fa's, 


O'er - 
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irowned wi' flow'rs ; White ower the linn the 
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let ns spend the licht - some days 


In the 


birlcs 


of 


Ab - 


er - 


fel - dy. 




licht - ly flit, on wan - ton wing, 
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birks 
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hung wl' fra - grant spread - in' shaws. 
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ris - in', weets wi' mis - ty show-rs 
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preme-ly blessed wl' love and thee 


In the 


birks 
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fel - dy. 
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• This was composed by Burns, to the old tune '>' the " Birks of Abergeldy." In 1787. while standing under tba CaM» oi 
Aberfekly. near Moues:^. hi Perthshire. The tune is to oe louuu in I'lHyturd's " Dauchii; Master/* printed In 1657. 
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THERE'S NAE LUCK ABOUT THE HOUSE 



^ Allegro 




cres. 
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r And are ye sure the news is true? And are ye sare he's 
^ • \ Is this, a time to think o' wark, When Col - In's at the 
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Is this a time to think o* wark? Ye jauds, fling by yonr wheel! 
Gie me my cloak! 1 11 to the qnay, And see him come a -shore. 
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For th-re's nae 
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the house, There's nae 
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•" This/' says Bums, ** Is one of the most beautiful songs in the Scots, or any other language. About the year ini or 1772. It 
eame first on the streets as a ballad ; and I suppose the composition of the soug was not much anterior to that period." Bums 
says nothing about the authorship of the song, whicli has been made in later days a subject of much dispute. It was by some 
ascribed to William Julius MIckle; and by others it was claimed ai the production of a poor school-mistress, named Jean 
Adams. The third stanza, as it stands in the present copy, was written l)V Dr. Beattie. 
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There *s lit - tie pleas - ure 
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2 Sae true hU lieaii;, sac smooth his speech, 
His breath like caller air ; 
His very foot has music In* t, 

As he comes up the stair I 
And TTlll I see his face again? 
And will I hear him speak? 
I 'id downright dizzy wl* the thought, 
In troth, t 'm like to greet I 
For there 's nae luck, etc. 



3 The cauld blasts o* the winter wind, 
That thlrrd through my heart, 
They're a' blaw^n by ; I hae him safe ; 

Till death we 11 never part. 
But what puts parting In my head? 

It may be far awa' ; 
The present moment is our ain-» 
The nelst we never saw. 
For there' s nae luck, etc. 



ANOTHER VERSION 
( Including the verses printed with the muaic.) 



i And are ye sure the news is true? 

And are ye sure he's weel? 

Is this a time to thluk o' wark? 

Ye jands, fling by your wheel ! 

Is this a time to think o* wark. 

When Colin 's at the door? 
Oi'e me my cloak ! I '11 to the quay 
And see him como ashore ! 
For there 's nae luck, etc. 

8 And gl'e to me my blggonet, 
My blshop's-satln goun. 
For I maun tell the bailie's wife 

That Colln's come to town. 
My Turkey slippers maun gae on. 

My hose o* pearl blue ; 
'T is a' to please my aln gudeman. 
For he's balth leal and true. 
For there's nae luck, etc. 

8 Rise up and mak' a clean fireside; 
Put on the mucklc pot; 
Gl'e little Kate her button-goun, 

And Jock his Sunday coat ; 
And mak' their shoon as black as slaes, 

Their hose as white as snaw ; 
It's a' to please my aln gudeman. 
For he 's been lang awa'. 
For there's nae luck, etc. 



4 There's twa fat hens upon the bank. 
They've fed this month and mail. 
Make haste and thraw their necks about, 

That Colin weel may fare. 
And spread the table neat and clean. 

Gar ilka thing look braw, 
For wha can tell how Colin fared 
When he was far awa'? 
There's nae luck, etc. 

6 Sae tnie his heart, sae smooth his speech, 
His breath like caller air; 
His very foot has music in t. 

As he comes up the stair I 
And will I see his face again? 
And will I hear him speak? 
I 'm downrljjht dizzy wf the thought — 
In troth — I 'm like to greet! 
For there 's nae luck, etc. 

6 The cauld blasts o' the winter wind. 
That thlrl'd through my heart, 
They're a blawn by; I hae hhn safe: 

Till death we '11 never part. 
But what puts parting In my head? 

It may l>e far awa' ; 
The present moment Is our aln — 
The nelst we never saw. 
For there 's nae lack, etc. 



Since Colin *s weel I 'm weel content, 

I hae nae mair to crave ; 
Could I but live to mak him blest, 

I 'm blest aboon the lave ! 
And will I see his face again? 

And will I hear him speak? 
I'm downright dizzy wl' th » thought — 

In troth, I 'm like to greet. 
For there's nae luck. etc. 
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DUNCAN GEAT. 



Robert Burns. (1769-1796) 



I 



Arranged toy Colin Coe 
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1. Dud -can Gray cam* here to woo; 



Ha, 



ha, 



the woo - Ing o't ! 
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ha, the woo- Ing o't! 
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* Duncan Gray Is said to have been a carter or carman in Glasgow, about the beginning of the last century, and this tune, 
which bears his name, is said to have been written from his whistling. Burns wrote these words to the melody in 1792, for 
*' Thompson's Collection." Its humor and spirit have made it a universal favorite. Hon. Andrew Ersklne, a coadjutor with 
Thompson In publishing, wrote thus to Burns: " Duncan Gray possesses native, genuine humor. * Spak o' lowpin ower allav 
is a line of itself that should make you immortal.*' 
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Gart puir Dan - can stand a - beigh; 



Ha, 



ha, the woo - ing 
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2 Dancan fleeched, and Duncan prayed ; 

Ha, ha, the wooing o*t ! 
Meg was deaf as Ailsa Craig ; 

Ha, ha, the wooing o*t! 
Dnncan sighed, baith out and in ; 
Grat his een baith bleert and blin'; 
Spak' o' lonping ower a linn ; 

Ha, ha, the wooing o*t I 

8 Time and chance are but a tide; 
Ha, ha, the wooing o*t I 
Slichtit love Is sair to bide ; 

Ha, ha, the wooing o't! 
'• Shall I, like a fool," qnoth he, 
** For a hauchty hizzy dee? 
She may is:ae to — France, for me I *• 
Ha, ha, the wooing o*t I 



4 How it comes, let doctors tell ; 

Ha ha, the wooing o't ! 
Meg grew sick, as he grew well; 

Ha, ha, the wooing o*t ! 
Something in her bosom wrings ; 
For relief a sigh she brings; 
And O, her een ! they spak' sic thln|i:8; 

Ha, ha, the wooing o*tI 

5 Dnncan was a lad o' grace. 

Ha, ha, the wooing o't I 
Maggie's was a piteous case; 

Ha, ha, the wooing o't ! 
Duncan couldna be her death ; 
Swelling pity smoored his wrath ; 
Now they're crouse and cantle baith; 

Ha, ha, the wooing o't I 



EOB ROT MAOGREGOfl 



This song Is Introduced as a finale to the opera of Bob Boy, 
unknown. 

1 Pardon now the bold outlaw, 

Rob Roy Macgregor, O ! 
Grant him mercy, gentles a', 

Rob Roy Macgregor, O ! 
Let your hands and hearts agree ; 
Set the Highland laddie free ; 
Make u^ sing, with muckle glee, 

Rob Roy Macgregor, O ! 

2 Long the state has doomed his fa* 

Rob Roy Macgregor, O I 
Still he spurned the hatef n' law, 
• Rob Roy Macgregor, O I 



and is sung to the tune of " Dnncan Gray.*' The authot IM 

Scots can for their country dee; 
Ne'er f rae Britain's foes they flee. 
A' that's past forget — forgle — 
Rob Roy Macgregor, O ! 

8 Scotland's fear, and Scotland's pride, 

Rob Roy Macgregor, O I 
Tour award must now abide, 

Rob Roy Macgregor, O l 
Lang your favors hae been mine— 
Favors I will ne'er resign ; 
Welcome, then, for auld lang syne, 

Rob Roy Macgregor, O I 



WAE'S ME FOR PRIN"CE CHARLIE* 



Arranged by Colin Coe 




1 I I 

• The author of this sweetly-tender Jacobite strain was William Glen, a native of Glasgow, who died about 1828. He was, 
for some period of his life, a manufacturer hi his native city; but his latter days were marked by the poet's too frequent lot— 
poverty and misfortune. He wrote a variety of songs and other poetical pieces ; but the present one is, perhaps, his hapniest. 
It is sung to the old air of ** Johnnie Faa. or the Gipsey I^addie." 
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WAE'S MB FOR PRINCE CHARLIE. 
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hU sang Was •'Wae's me for Prince Char - lie ! " Oh, when I beard the 
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2 Quoth I, *» My bird, my bonnie, bonnie bird, 

Is that a sang ye borrow? 
Are thene some words ye 've learned by heart 

Or a lilt o* dool an' sorrow? " 
«»0, no, no, no I** the weo bird sang, 

" I*ve flown sin* mornln' early; 
But sic a day o' wind and rain — 

O, wae's me for Prince Charlie! 

8 ** On hills, that are by right his aln, 

He roves a lanely stranger; 
On ev*ry side he's pressed by want, 

On ev'ry side Is danger. 
Yestreen I met him in a glen — 

My heart malst bnrstlt fairly, 
For sadly t:hanged indeed was h** — 

O, wae 's me for Prince Charlie! 



4 "Dark night cam* on; the tempest roared 

Lond o'er the hills an' valleys ; 
An* wher.i was't that your Prince lay doun, 

Whase hame should been a palace? 
He row'd him In a Highland plaid, 

Which covered him but sparely, 
An* slept beneath a bush o* broom — 

O, wae*s me for Prince Charlie I*' 

6 But now the bird saw some red coats. 

An* shenk his wings wi' anger — 
*' O. this is nae a land for me ; 

ril tarry here nae langer!" 
He hovered on the wing awhile. 

Ere he departed fairly ; 
But weel I mind the fareweel strain 

Was, ** Wae 's me for Prince Charlie ! " 



^■EIL GOW^S FA.REAVELL TO WHISKY' 
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Urs. Affnas Lyon. ( 1762 — 1840 1 
Alley rellii 



Neil Oow 




1. You've sure - ly heard o' fa - raoiw Neil, The man that played the fld - die weel; I 

2. "A - lack!' quo" Neil, *•! *in frail and auld. And find my bluid grows un - co cauld; I 

3. *'While I ca:\ get baith wine and ale, And And my head and On - gern hale, I 'U 

4. '* I'll tak' my fld - die In my hand, And screw the strings up while they stand. And 
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wat hi was a can - tl? chiel. And dear - ly lo*ed the whis - ky, O. 

think it makes me biythe and banld, A wee drap High - land whis - ky, O. 

be con • tent, tho* legs shonld fail, And tho' for - bid - den whis - ky, O. 

mak' a lam - ent - a - tiou grand. For gnid auld Yligh - land whis - ky, O. 
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Ar»d aye sin' he wore tar - tan hose. He dear - ly lo'ed the Ath - ole brose;tAnd 

But the doc - tors they do a' a - gree. That whis- ky's no the drink f(»r me ; I*m 

Bnt 1 should mind on *auld lang syne.' llow par - a - dise our friends did tyne, Be- 

Oh! a' vo pow'rs o' m n - sic, come; I rtnd my heart grows un - co glum, My 
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wae was he, you may sup - jxwe, To bid ** fare -well to whis - ky, 

fley'd they'll gar me tyne my irloe. Should they part me and whis - ky, 

cause some-thing ran In th 'ir mind — For - bid, like High - land whis - ky, 

die strings will hard - Iv bum To sav fare -well to whis - ky. 



O." 
O." 
O." 
O." 




* It was at tlie request of Neil himself that Mrs. Lyon composed this popular song. 

♦ Honey dissolved in whisky. 
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BONNIE BOON* 

Am— •* CALEDONIAN HUNT'S DELIGHT" 



Robert Bums. (1760-1706) 
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Arranged toy Colin Coe 
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banks and braes o' bon - nie Doon, How can ye bloom sae fresh and fair? How 
hae I roved by bon - nle Doon, To see the rose and wood - bine twine; And 
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Thon'lt break my heart, thou war - bllng bird That wan - tons thro* the flow'r - ing thorn; 
Wl* light - some heart I pu*d a rose, Fn' sweet up - on its thorn - y tree; 
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• Written l)y Bums, for " Johnson's Museum." The following account of the air is given by the poet, In a letter dated 
November. 17M: " There Is an air,* The Caledonian Hunt's Delight,' to which I wrote a song,— * Ye banks and braes o' bonnie 
Doon.' This air. I think, might find a place among your hundred, as Lear says of his knights. Do you know the history of the 
air? It Is curious enough. A good many years ago, Mr. James Miller, writer in your good town, was In company with our 
friend Clarke ; and talking of Scottish music. Miller expressed an ardent ambition to be able to compose a Scots air. Mr. Clarke, 
partly by way of Joke, told him to keep to the black keys of the harpsichord, and preserve some kind of rythm, and he would 
Infallibly compo<ie n Roots air. Certain it is that, in a few days. Mr. Miller produced the rudiments of an air. which Mr. aarka 
with <ome tonrbi»s mvl rorreotlons. fsshloned into the fun** In niipstlon." 



BONNIE DOON 
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Thoa mind'st me o* de - part - ed joys, De - part - ed oev - er to re - turn. 
But my fause luv - er staw my rose, And, ah! he left the thorn wl* me. 
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THE LASS O' GOWRIE* 

AiK — "LOCH ERROCH SIDE" 



Arranfired by Colin Coe 
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on a slm - mer af - ter-noon, A - wee be -fore the sun gaod doon, My 
tho't had I to do her wrang, But round her Tvalst my arms I flang. And 

kiss - es on her lips I laid ; The blush up - on her cheeks soon spread ; She 
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las - sie in a braw new goun, Cam' o'er the hills to 

said, '*My dear - ie, will ye gang To see the carse o* 
whis - per'd mod - est - ly, and said, " O, Pate, I'll stay in 
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• The words here glren with the music are a " modern " yersion. 

There are sereral other yersions, hut none so worthy of oomlderation as the two which we presait In addition to this. 
8m next page. 
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THE LASS O' QOWRIE. 
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rose- bud, tiiig'd wf morn - ingshow*r31oom9 fresh with - In the sun - 

tak* ye to my fa - ther's ha', In yon green lields be - side 

auld folks soon ga'e their con - sent ; Syne for the priest they qnick 
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Ka - tie was the fair - est flow*r That ev - er bloom'd in Gow 
mak* yc la - dy o* them a*,— The braw - est wife in Gow 
tied tliem to their hearts* con - tent — And now she's La - dy Gow 




LADY NAIRNE'S VERSION. 

The flret stanza remaiuit the Nnme as the one already giyen In the song. The following are Lady Naime*8, and are the most 
refined of all the versioius ) : 



To see her cousin, she cam' there. 
An* oh, the scene was passing fair! 
For what in Scotland can compare 

Wi* the Cnrse o* Gowrie? 
The sun was sotting on the Tay, 
The blue hills melting into grey ; 
The marvirt and the blackbird's lay 

Were sweetly heard In Gowrie. 

Oh, laug the lassie I had woo'd ! 
An* truth and constancy had vow'd, 
But cam' nae speed wl' her I lo'ed, 
Until she saw fair Gowrie. 



I pointed to my f ather*s ha*. 
Yon bounie bield ayont the shaw, 
Sae loun* that there nae blast conld blaw ; 
Wad she no bide In Gowrie? 

Her faither was baith glad and wae ; 
Her mither she wad naethiug say ; 
The bairiiies thocht they wad get play 

If Kitty gaed to Gowrie. 
She whiles did smile, she whiles did greet. 
The blush and tear were on her cheek ; 
She naethlng said, and hung her head; 

But now she 's Lady Gowrie 



ANOTHER VERSION. 

( This ortfftnany appeared in a tnnafl collection of poetiy, published i^y Bragh and Jieidt Glasgow, about tlie end of the Iw* 
o«ntury. The author was William Reid, of tliat firm.) 



1 When Katie was scarce out nineteen, 
O, but she had twa coal-black een I 
A bonnier lass ye wadna seen 

In a* the Carse o' Gowrie. 
Quite tired o* living a* his lane. 
Pate did to her his love explain. 
And swore he 'd be, were she his ain, 

The liappiest lad in Gowrie. 

S Qno* she, '* I winna marry thee 
For a' the gear that ye can gl*e ; 
Nor will I gang a step ajee. 

For a* the gowd In Growrle. 
My father will give me twa kye; 
My mother's paun some yarn to dye; 
I 'il get a jrown Just like the sky, 
Gif I'll no gang to Gowrie." 



Syne on her month sweet kisses laid. 
Till blushes n' h'T ch/ek o'ersprcnd ; 
She sighed, and In soft whispers said, 

**0, Pate, tak' me to Gowrie!" 
Quo* he, '' Lets to the auld fouk gang; 
Say what they like, I'll bld2 th«ir bang. 
And bide a. nlcht, thongh bods be thrang, 

But I '11 ha'e thee to Gowrie." 

The auld fouk syne gled their consent; 
The priest was ca'd; a' were content; 
And Katie never did repent 

That she gaed hame to Gowrie. 
For routh o' bonnie bairns had sliel 
Malr strappin' lads ye wadna see; 
And her braw lasse? bore the gree 

Frae a* the rest o* Gowrie ! 



THE LAND O' THE LEAL 



I'M WEARING AWA\ JiJAN 



LadyNalrne. (1766-1846) 
AndanU. 



Arranfired by J. C. Maejr 
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1. I*m wear- in' a- wa', John, Like snaw-wreaths In thaw, John, I'm 

2. Onr bon-nie bairn's there, John, She was balth gnde and fair, John, And 
8. Sae dear's that joy was bought, John, Sae free the bat - tie fought, John, That 
4. Oh! hand ye leal andtrne, John, Yonr day Is wear - in' thro' John, And 
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the leal, 
the leal, 
the leal, 
the leal. 



wear - in* a-wa' To the land o* 

oh ! we gmdg'd her salr To the land o' 

sin-fn' man's e'erbroogbt To the land o' 

m wel- come you To the land o* 



There's nae sor - row there, John, There's 

But sorrow's sel wears past, John, And 

Oh, dry your glist'nin' e'e, John ; My 

Now fare ye weel, my aln John, This 
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neither canid nor care, John, The day is aye 
Joys a - com - in' fast, John, The joy that's ay to 
saallangHto be free, John, And an - gels beck -on 
warld's cares are vain, John, We '11 meet and we '11 be 
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^*ThIS heanttful song has been so long known by one or the other of the two titles here given, that we preserve them both. 
The name " John " which is the correct one. Is used throughout the poem, as orlgiually written by Lady lYalme. ( instead of 
*' Jean," whloh Is so often used in connection with the sour ) ; but singers who prefer the Utter ( Jean ) will, of course, use 
it. The diflerenoe in the names Is one of sex. Jean being a feminine name in the Scottish dialect. 

The poem was written by Ijidy Natme. In 17U8. on the occa.<tloii of the death of the eMest child of Mr. and Mrs. Archibald 
Campbell Golnnhonn. of KItiermont. Mrs. G. was a friend and distant relative of the authoress. 

We are not Informed as to the composer of the music 

The sooK " Bnieef s Address to His Arrov " has the same melodv. ( See oace 106.> 
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MART MAOl^-EIL 



Air— "KINLOCH. OF KTNLOCH'* 



jlirskine ConoUy. (1796 - 1848 ) 
Aloderato, 



By Georfire Klnlooh, of Klnlocli 
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1. The last gleam o' sun -set in o-ceanwasslnk-ln* 0*er moan-tain an* meadowland glintin' fareweel ; An' 

2. O ! Ma - ry was modest, and pure as the li - ly That dew-draps o* niornin' in fra-granoe re-veal ; Nae 
8. But ae bit-ter blast on Its fair promise blawln' Frae spring a' its beau-ty an* blos-soms will steal ; An* 
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thou-sands o* stars in the heavens were blinkin*, As bright as the e*en o* sweet Ma -ry 

fresh bloomln flow ret In hill or in val-ley, Could ri - val the beau- ty of Ma-ry 

ae sud-den blight on the gen -tie heart fa* - in*, In- flicts the deep woand nothing earth-ly 



Mac-neil. 
Mac-neil. 
can heal. 
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A* glow-in* wl' gladness she lean*d on her lov-er, Hor een tell-ing se-cretsshe tho*t to conceal; And 
She moY*d,and the gra-ces play*d sportive around her ; She smird,and the hearts o* the cauldest wad thrill ; She 
The sim-mer saw Ron-aid on glo-ry*s path hie-In* — The au-tumn,his corse on the red battle-fleld ; The 
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fond-ly they wan-der*d whar nane might dis-cov - er. The tryst o* young Ronald an* Ma-ry Mac-neil. 
sang,and the ma - vis cam' lls-tenin' in won-der, To claim a sweet sis - ter in Ma-ry Mac-neU. 
win - ter, the maid -en found heart-bro-ken,dy - in*, An* spring spread the green turf o'er Ma- ry Mac-neil ! 
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Allegro. 



THE CAMPBELLS AEE COMING 

Arranflred by Colin Coe 
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The Campbells are comln* ; ho, O ho, The Carap-bells are com - In* O ho, O ho, Th6 
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Campbells are com - in* to bon - nle Loch-lev - en, The Campbells are com - in\ O ho, O ho ! 
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Up - on the Lomonds I lay, I lay, Up - on the Lomonds I lay, I lay ; I 
Great Ar - sryle he goes be - fore, He makes the can - nons and guns to roar, Wi' 
The Campbells they are a' in arras. Their loy - al faith and truth to show,Wi' 
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look - ed down to bonnie Loch - lev - en And saw three bon - nie per - ches play, 
sound of truni - pet, pipe and drum, The Campbells are coni-in' O ho, O ho ! 
ban - ners rat - tlln* in the wind. The Campbells are com-ln' O ho, O ho! 



D.C. 




Copyright, mdcccxciv, bv Olivek Ditson Company. 
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BRUCE^S ADDRESS TO HIS ARMY* 

SCOTS WHA HAE 



Robert Bums. (1769-1796) 
Maestoso. 




New Arranfirement 
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1. Scots.wha hae wl' Wallace bled. Scots wham Brucellas aft - en led, Wel-come to your po - ry bed, 

2. Wha will be a tral- tor knave, Wha will till a cow-ard's prave, Wlia sae bane as b? a slave, 

3. By oppression*!^ woes and pains. By yonrsons l*i ser - vlb chains, We will drain onr dearest veins, 
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Or to vie - to - ry I 
Let him turn and flee ! 
But they shall be free ! 



Now's the day and now's the hour! See the front o' bat - tie lour! 

Wha for Scotland s kln$; and law Freedom s sword will strongly draw, 

Lay the proud u- siir- pers low ! Ty-rants fall In ev - 'ry foe! 
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See approach proud Edward's pow'r ! Chains and slaver- y I 
Freeman stand or freeman fa , Lot hlra on wl m? ! 
Lib - er - ty's i'l ev - 'rv blow ! L?t us do, or dee I 
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* This noble heroic ode. whicli has been adopted by universal consent as the national patriotic song of Scotland, was written 
by Burns, in 1793, to the tune of " Hey. tuttie, taitie."^ and sent to " Thomson's Collection." The tune is one of unquestionable 
antiquity. Burns says. " There is a tradition, which I have met with in many places of Scotland, tliat the air of ^* Hey, tuttie 
taitie." was Kobert Bruce's marcli at the battle of Bannockburn. This thought, in imi yestemitihC n eifenhitr walk, warmed me 
to a pitch of enthusiasm on the theme of liberty and independence, which Itlirew intoakindof Scottish ode, that one might 
suppose to be the royal Scot's address to his Iieroic followers on that eventful moruiug." 

"So may God ever defend the cause of trutli and liberty as He did tliat day." 

Thomson acknowledged the churm which this martial and national ode hfld for him. but he disliked the air, and proposed to 
substitute that of ** T^wls Gordon." in its place. Tliis required a couple of syllables more in every fourth line, which loaded the 
verse with expletives, and weakened the simple energy of the original: Burns consented to the proper alterations, after a slight 
resistance; but when Tliomson. having succeeded in this, proposed a change in the expression, no warrior of Bruce's day ever 
resisted more sternly the march of Southron over the border, than did Burns in opposing the alteration of the poem. 

The words of the song here printed are those of the original ode. The first copy, ( in the author's handwriting. ) was in the 
possession of Lord Dalhonsie ; tiiere have been many copies made, but none of them are correct The version here printed is the 
only one having Burns' indorsement. 

This old tune, it will be observed, is the same as ** The Land o' the Leal," ( Wearin' Awa%) with the exoeptlon of a few addi- 
tional notes tr) suit syllables. 



Robert Burns. ( 1769 - 1706 ) 



THE LOVELY LASS OF IKVERJSESS 

Air— "LASS OF INVERNESS" 
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Arranfired by Colin Coe 
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Andartlino. 



1. The 

2. Their 
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love - ly lass of In - vcr- ness, Nae joy nor 
wind - ing sheet the bliiiil- y clay, Their graves are 
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pleas 
grow 



lire can she see ; 
in<2: jrreen to see: 



For 
And 




e^en and nroi 



>ru she 
them lies the 



cries, a - las! And ay the 
dear - est lad That ev - er 




sant tear blln's her e'e: 
))lest a worn - an*s e*e ! 
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Drum - OS - sle-moor — Drum-os - sle day — A ivae - fu' day it 
Now wae to thee, tlioii cm - el lord, A bluld - y man I 



was to me ! 
trow thou be ; 
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For there I lost my fa - thor dear, My fa - ther dear, and breth-reii three. 

For mo-ny a heart thou hast mad? salr, That ne'er did wrong to thine or thee. 
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• The first four lines of tliis song are o!d. The resi were written by Burns. 

The tune is that which appenrerl in the Vaiofinigoa I nrUet ('fmijMwion.i, 1769), and was composed by James Oswald. The 
uiittle of CuUodon or I>ninimos«iie Mnir. referred tuiiVtlie 8<mik. was foufrlit April 16tli. 1T4G. 
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OH, SAW YE THE JLASS WP THE BONNY BLUE EEN? 

Richard Ryan Arrang>ed by John Sinclair 

AUeyreUo. 
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1. O, saw ye the lass wl' the Ix^n -ny bine een? Her smile is the sweet-est that 

2. When night o - ver-shad-ows her cot lii th3 nrlsn, Shi*llst?al out to meet her loved 



2. When 
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ev-er was seen ; Her cheek Ulce the rose Is, bit fresh- er I ween ; She 's the love - II -est las- sie that 
Donald a -gain ; And when the moon shines on tlia val - ley so green, I will welcome the lass wi' the 



J: 









^— r^ 



--^- 



r1 4 — U =j: 



r^tz:^ 



f — f f f- 



trips on 
bon- ny 



the green, 
blue een. 



The home of my love is be 
As the dove.that has wan - dered a 




low in the valley, Where wild flowers welcome the wan-der-lng bee ; But the sweetest of flowers in that 
way from his nest, Re-turns to the mate his fond heart loves the best, I *ll fly from the wor ld's false an d 
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spot that Is seen Is the maid that I love, wi* the boii - ny 
van - ish - ing Hcene To my dear one, the lass v/Y the bon - ny 



blue een. 
blue een. 
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I DOWKA LAUGH, I DOWNA SING 

JamM Hon ( Th« Bttrlolc Shepherd ). (1726-1786) 
Rather slow, and with much exprtsiion. 



S 



rt= 



aETTT- 



E^ 



^ 



^ 



-^-y 



mj=Mz 



jitn 



g3-j g L-«L_y 



=^ 



1. I dow-na laugh, I do w - na si ng,Tho* sweet be-seech-ing looks I see ;Tho* smiles abound, and 

2. 'Tis said, as wa - ter wears the rock,That time wean out the deep - est lines ; It may be true, wi* 
8. I blame not Prov - i - den-ce's sway, For I have ma • ny joys be-slde, And I would fain, wi' 




wine goes round, And ev - 'ry eye is turn*d on me; For there is ane out o therinK«Wha 

hearts e- new. But nev - er shall ap-ply to mine! For I have lived to know and feel, Tho* 

grate - ful heart, £s-teem the same, whatever be- tide. A mor- tal thing should ne'er re-pine. But 
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nev- er can for-got-ten be ! Ay e,there'8 a blank at my right hand, Tliat ne'er can be made up to me. 
loss - es should forgotten be.That still the blank at my right hand Can nev-er be made up to me. 
stoop to the supreme decree: Yet, O! the blank at my right hand Can nev-er be made up to me I 
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Allegro eon ^tjtirUo. 



MELYIL CASTLE 

OLD SCOTCH BALLAD 



Vtm. Campbell 




1/ 

1. Wil-Ue's gane to Mel - vil Cas- tle3oots and spurs an' 

2.0 what will a* the led- dies do,An* wUatwlll tli-w do 
8. Leddy Bet she met him at the grate, An* led him thro' the 
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To bid fare-weel to the 
What will come o* the 
Syne wi' a sad an* 





led - dies fair, A - fore he 
lass - es syne.When Wll - lie 
8or>Tow heart She loot the 



gaed 
gaes 
tears 



a - 

a - 

doon 



wa' 
wa'? 
fa*. 



Slog- Ing Row 
Sing- ing Row 
Sing- Ing Row 



dow de dou - ty tou - ty, 
dow de dou - ty tou - ty, 
dow de dou - ty tou - ty. 
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Row dow de da. To bid fare-weel to the led- dies fair, A - fore he gaed a • 
Row dow de da. What will come o* the lass - es syne, When Wil- lie gaes a - 

Row dow de da. Syne wl* a sad an* sor - row heart She loot the tears* doon 
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4 Leddy Grace sat l' the Ingle neuk, Said ne*er a word ava*, 
For she thought that she was 8ure o* him Afore he gaed awa. 

Singing Row dow de douty touty. Row dow de da. 
For she thought that she was sure o* him Afore he gaed awa. 

6 The nelst he met was Leddy Kate, ** Quid troth ye need na craw; 
Maybe the lad will fancy me, An disappoint ye a*. 
Singing, etc. 

6 Leddy Jean came tripping doun the stair. The fleur amang them a* 
" O lasses, trust in Providence, An* ye*ll get husbands a* I 

Singing, etc. 

7 Willie's taen his leave o* them, He*s kissed them ane an a*— 
Pulr things they set up sic a roar When Willie gaed awa ! 

Singing, etc. 

8 The cries o! them brought Willie back, Just ane he gaed awai 
'* O lasses bide on I come back, And syne I *ll need ye a I 

Singing Row dow de douty touty, Row dow de da. 
O lasses, bide on I come hame. An* faith I*ll need ye a! 



WHEN TE GANG AWA, JAMIE' 
HUNTINGTOWER 
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Andantino. 



John Demar 
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Jranie. 1. When ye gang a - wa, Ja - mie. Far a - cross the sea, lad-die; 

jAMiR.2.ril send ye a braw new gown, Jea - nle, the braw - est In the t own, las-sie;And 




When ye gang to Ger-ma - nle,WbatwUl ye send to me, lad-die? 
it' shall be o' silk and gowd,Wr Va-len-ciennes set ronnd,las-sie. 
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Jkanik. 8 That's nae gift ava, Jamie, 
Silk and gowd and a', laddie. 
There 's ne*er a gown in a* the land 
I *d like, when ye 're awa, laddie. 

Jkands. 5 Be my gndeman yoursel, Jamie, 
Marry me yoursel, laddie, 
And tak* me ower to Germanic, 
Wi* you at hame to dwell, laddie. 

Jkamdb. 7 Ye shou*d hae telt me that in time, Jamie, 
Yeshou*d hae telt me that lang syne, laddie. 
For had I kent o' your fanse heart, 
Ton ne*er had gotten mine, laddie. 

Jkamik. 9 Gae back to your wife and hame, Jamie, 
Gae back to your bairnies three, laddie; 
And I will pray they ne'er may thole 
A broken heart like me, laddie. 

Jbandb. 11 Think weel for fear ye me, Jamie, 
Te 11 no get ane mair true, laddie, 
But I have neither gowd nor lands, 
To be a match for you, laddie. 
* There are three other Terslons of th^ song. One of 
presented, is the common favorite. 



Jamie. 4 When I come back again, Jeanie, 
Frae a foreign land, lassie, 
III bring wi' me a Gallant gay, 
To be your ain gudeman, lassie. 

Jamie. 6 I dinna ken how that wad do, Jeanie. 
I dlnna see how that can be, lassie. 
For I *ve a wife and bairnies three. 
And I 'm no snre how ye *d agree, lasslt. 

Jamie. 8 Your een like a spell, Jeanie, 

Malr sweet than I could tell, lassie, 
That ilka day bewitch*d me sae, 
I could na help mysel, lassie. 

Jamie. 10 Dry that tearfu ee, Jeanie, 

Grieve na mair for me, lassie, 

I've neither wife, nor bairnies three. 

And 1 11 wed nane but thee, lassie. 

Jamie. 12 Blair in Athol's mine, Jeanie, 

Fair Dunkeld is mine, lassie, [tow'rs 
Saint Johnstoun's bow'r and Huntings 
And a' that's mine is thine, lassie. 
by Isdj Nalme, has beea popolar; but the orU^inal, as hera 
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1 HEAED A WEE BIKD SIJSGIWG 



Georire Linley 
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1. I heard a wee bird singing, 

2. He heard the wee bird Hinging, 
8. We heard the wee bird Hinging, 



In my cham - ber as I lay, 

For its notes were won • d'rous clear, 

Af - ter ma - ny years had flown, 
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case - ment o • pen swing - ing, 
wed - ding bells were ring - ing, 
true bells had been ring • ing. 



As morn - fng wolce the day. 
Me - lo -dious to the ear; 
And Wil - lie was my own; 
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bonghs a - round were twin - ing. The bright sun thro* them shin • ing. And 
still it rang, that wee bird's song. Just like the bells, ding dong,dlngdong. While ay 
stroll - ing thro' the for • est glade, I mind him vr\\n% the wee bird said That 
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I had long been pin - ing. For my Wil - lie, far ^ a - way ; 

heart beat time so quicli and strong I felt that he was near; 

morn when he no Ion -ger strayed, But flew to me a • lone; 



When I 
Ah! he 
Oh! we 



I HEARD THE WEE BIBD SINGING 
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lifiard ' that wee bird sing - ing, When I heard that wee bird sing - ing, 
heard that wee bird sing - ing, Ah ! he heard that wee bird sing - ing, 
love the wee bird sing - Ing, Oh ! we love the wee binl sing - ing, 
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bird, that wee bird, When I heard that wee bird sing -ing. 
bird.that wee bird, Ah! he heard tliat wee bird sing- ing. 
bird.that wee bird. Oh! we love that wee bird sins: -ing. 
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JOHN ANDERSON'S GANE 



O. J. Bennett 




i 



^^ 



^ 



;LJ ^^JLJl■ 



»=p= 



?e:^ 



=^ 



1. He is gane fra' his hearth,and the anld wife sits there, And she mournful - ly looks at his 

2. She thinks o* the day when she bloom'd as a bride. And John An - der-son walk*d like a 

3. He is gane on be - fore, and she weeps here to stay, For she langs to be gang-ing the 
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JOHN ANDERSON'S OANE 
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emp - ty arm-chair; Her John An - der-son'sdead, and hb white fros - ty po* In the 
laliii, by her aide In his bon - ule new tar - tan sae trig and 8ae braw, When his 
same si - lent way ; And she reads the gnid book that points out the fair road, Which 
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kirk - yard lies pil - low*d sae dark - some and low ; Her heart is sa!r wl* 

smile was the sweet - est her een ev - er saw ; When maid*^^ o' May sae 

leads to the place of her dear one's a - bode ; Where Love and Youth, e - 
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and care; She thinks o* the love -days she pass*d wi* her Jo; And she 
and gay, Strew*d po • sies be - fore them the fair - est of a' Then she 
nal Truth, And good-uess and joy make a heav - en - ly code; The 
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can-na noo wark at her ance mer-ry wheel. For John An-der-son's i^ne to the land o' the Leal. 

thinks o' the grave where bis bod - y rests weel, And his soul which Is fcane to the land o' the Leal. 

lane one is anx-lous Death's samnoas to feel, And she langs for a sight o' the land o' the Leal. 
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Anonymoua 
Allegro. 



WHAT'S A' THE STEER, KIMMERP 

JACOBITE SONG 
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1. What*s a* the steer, kimmer, 

2. I'm right glad to hear't kimmer, 
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What's a' the steer? Char- He he is land- ed. And haith he* II soon be here; The 
Right glad to hear*t; I hae a glide braid clay -more, And for his sake Til wear*t; Sin 
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win* ^as at his back, Carle,The win* was at his back, I care- na, sin* he*s come,Carle, We 
Char- lie he is land- ed.We ha*e naemair to fear; Sin* Char - lie he is come,kimmer,We*ll 
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were na worth a plack. 
ha'e a ]u - b*lee year. 
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WHAT'S A' THE STEER, KIMMER 

(SECOND VERSION) 

h 1 



A. Lee 
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1. What's a* the steer, Kim-mer, ivhat'8 a* the steer, 

2. What's Dou - aid Tod, las - sle, rln fetch him here, 



Ja - role is land - ed, and 
Bid him bring his pipes, lassie, 
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soon he will be here ; Go lace yonr boddice blue, las-sie, lace your bod-dice blue, Put 
bid him tane rin clear. For we'll taste the bar - ley mow, foot it to and fro. Sin 
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on yonr Snn-dayclaithes, and trim your cap a- new. For I'm right glad a heart, Kira-raer, 
Ja-mie is c^-^-^ harae we'll gl'e him heart - y cheer, And its what's a' the steer, Klm-roer, 
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right glad a heart, I ha*e a bon-nle breast knot,and for his sake I'll weaMt, Sin Ja-mie is come 
what's a' the steer. Jam - le islanded, and soon he will be here; Bid Al - Ian Ram -say rin, bid 
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we hae nae care to fear. Bid the neighbors all come down and welcome Ja-mie here, 
kill a fat -ted deer, O the neighbors lit - ti'^ ken how welcome Ja-mie here. 
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MY UEII) rS LIKE TO REND, WILLIE* 

WUUam MotherweU. ( 1797 - 1832 ) 



in 



H. Swift 




heid U like to rend, 

wea • ry o* this warld, 

01 re-mem * ber me. 



Wll-lle, my heart 
Wll-lle, And sick 
Wil-lie, On land 



is like 
wi' a' 
wher-e*er 
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break, 
see, . 
be. 
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And 
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wear - in aff my feet, 

can - na live as I 

O think on the leal. 



Wil-lie, I'm dy - in' for youf" sake, O! 

ha'e liv'd, or be as I should be. But 

leal heart, That ne'er luvit ane but thee I And 
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lay your cheek to mine, 

fauld un - to your heart, 

O think on the oauld 



Wil - lie, Your hand 
Wil - lie, The heart 
cauld mools. That file 
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on my briest-bane, 
that still is thine, 
ray yel-low hair, 
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And 
That 
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say ye '11 think 

kiss anoe mair 

kiss the cheek. 



Wil-lie, 
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on me, Wil-lie, When I am deid 

the white, white cheek, Ye said was red 
and kiss the chin. Ye nev . er sail 



and gane ! 
lang syne, 
kiss mair I 
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•This i>oem was not written for music; but, havlr.g been set to this air by H. Swift. It came to be classed among Scottlst> 
sonss. Tliere are ten verses In tlie |>oem. descriptive of a broken-hearted girl's farewell to the father of her child. 
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THE BANKS OF ALLAN WATER 



M. O. Lewis, B6Q.« (1775-1618) 
AtultuUe, 
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1. On the liankii of Al - Ian wn - ter. When the sweet spring time did 

2. On the iMinkg of Al - Ian wa - ter, When brown An-tiimn spread !t< 
8. On the hanks of Al - Ian wa - ter, When the win - ter snow foil 
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fall, 
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fast, 
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Was the mil - ler*s love - \y daiiirh- ter. 
There I saw the mil - ler's (laii<;h- ter, 
Still wan seen the mil - ler's dauf^h- ter, 



Fair - est of them all; 
Bnt she sniii'd no more. 
Chill - ingblew the blaKt! 
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For his bride a sol-dierson$;hthor. And a winning tnngne had he ; On the banks of Al - Ian 
For thcsum - mererief hadbronsht lier.And the sol - dier false was he; On the banks of Al - Ian 
But the mil - ler's love - ly dangh-ter. Both from cold and care was free ; On the banks of Al - Ian 
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wa - tor, 
wa - ter, 
wa - ter, 
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None wasjray as she. 
None was sad as she. 
There a corse lay she. 




• M. G. Lewis, commonly called " Monk Lewis," was a popular writer about the beginning of the 19th century. He was 
autlior of " The Monk,'* "Castle Spectre," " Alonzo the Brave.'* and other pieces. 

Allan Water, near Dumblane, has been the theme of many fine sonm. bnt none have met with greater popularity than this 
The name of the composer of the music l.« unknown 



I 



WILL YE NO COME BACK AGAIN? 

juadyNaime. (1766-1846) 
In nwderuic imit. 
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1. Bon - nie Charlie's now a - wa; Safe - ly owre the 

2. Ye trust - ed In your Hieland men,They trust - ed you, dear 

3. Eng - lish bribes were a' In vain,Tho' puir andpuir-er 
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frundly main; Mo-ny a heart will break in twa, Should he ne'er come back a-j;aln. 

Char - lie! They kent yoor hid - ing In the glen, Death or ex - ile brav - Ing. 

we maun be; Sil - ler can-na buy the heart, That beats aye for thine and thee. 
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Will ye no come back a -gain? Will ye no come back a -gain? Bet-ter lo'ed ye 
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can-na be— Will ye no come back a-galn? 
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4 We watch'd thee in the gloamin' hour, 
We watch'd thee in the mornin* grey; 
Tho* thirty thousand pound they gie, 
Oh there is nane that wad betray I 
Will ye no, etc. 



5 Sweet's the Laverock's note and lang, 
Lilting wildly up the glen ; 
But aye to me he sings ae sang. 
Will ye no come back again f 
Will Te no. etr. 
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Ki 'irirk *fid Tlr - k/t -cUle! Why, nnylsdii, din-na ye march for- ward in or - der? 
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Mnrclil march! VmV.^ dalu and Lid-dc;) - dale! All the blue bon -nets an- 
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Ma - ny a ban - ner spread 






• ThU loiXK ( th«» Y«r««i ) flnt a|»|H«iuvt1 \\\ mte of Sir WhUit Soottw tiorels, " The Monastery ," (1890). The tun'« is okL 



BLUE BONNETS ARE OVEB THE BORDER 
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Flat - ters a - bove your head, Ma - ny a crest that is fa - mons in 
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Monnt and make ready^then, Sons of the moantain-glen IFight lor yoor homes and the old Scottish glo - 




Come from the hlUs where your hirsels are grazing, 

Come from the glen of the buck and the roe ; 
Come to the crag where the beacon is blazing, 

Come with the buckler, the lance, and the bow, 
Trumpets are sounding, war steeds are bonnding, 

Stand to your arms, and march in good order; 
England shall many a day tell of the bloody fray. 

When the blue bonnpts came over the border. 
March, march, Ettrick and Teviotdale, etc. 
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DUMBARTON'S BOIfTITT DELL 
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1. There's ne'er a nook In a' the land, By moan - tain.moss, nor fell, There's 

2. Up by yon glen Loch Lorn - ond laves. And bold Mac-greg - ors dwell. Where 
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nae - thing half so can - ty, grand. As blithe Dam- bar - ton's dell, 
bo - gles dance o*er he - roes' graves. There lives Dum- bar - ton's belle. 
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She's 
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DUMBARTON'S BONNIE DKLL 
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would you speer the rea - son why? The truth 1*11 fair- ly tell, A 

blest with ev - *ry charm in life, And this I know full well, 1*11 
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win - some las - sie lives hard by Dum-bar - ton*8 bon - nie dell! And 

ne'er be hap - py till my wife Is blithe Dum-bar - ton's belle. She's 
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would you speer the rea - son why? The truth I'll fair - ly tell, 
blest with ev - ry charm In life, And this I know full well. 



rTT-r 



A 
I'll 



^ 






±i±3t: 



— ^» — I- 

<-^ — I — I— 



dut 



^^^ 



J- 



#-^ 



1^- 



^ 



f^ 



^ 



$ 



Bi=d-- 



:ts=^ 



P 



m 



i 



^=t 



win - some las - sle 
ne'^^r be hap - py 



lives hard by Dum-bar • ton*8 bon - nie dell, 

till mv wife Is blithe Dum-bar - ton*s belle. 
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Old Jacobite Sonfir 
Allegretto. 
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The pi-per came to onr town, to ourtown.to our town, The pl-per came to onr town.Md heplay'dbon-ni-lie. 
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H-^playM a sprin«: the laird to please, A spring brent new frae'yont tbe seas ; And th<;n he ga*e bis pipes a wheeze. And 
Heplay*d*'The wel-comeowre the main," And" YeJsebe fou an Tse be fain,**And *'Auld Sta-art'sbacit a-gain.**Wi 
He play'd * *The Kirk," he plavM The Queer,"* *The Mnl-lin Dhn,"and' •Chevalier," And* * Lang a - way, but welcome here. " Sae 
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play'd an - ith - er key. And was na he a ro - ffuy, a ro - jjny, ro - jrny, to - guy. And 
mnc - kle mirth and glee. And was na he a ro - guy, a ro - gny, ro - guy, ro - sruy.And 
sweet, sae bon - ni - lie. And was na he a ro - gny, a ro - gny, ro - gny, ro - gny,And 
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was na he a ro - guy, The pi-per o' Dnn-dee. 
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• The Ijero of this song Is supposed tohaye been Carnegie of Phenharlon. celebrated as the best "flyer'* from the fleld of 
Sherlff-Mn'r 
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THOU HAST LEFT ME JAMIE * 

AlB. — "FEE HIM, FATHER" 



Bobert Burns. ( 17S0 — 1786 ) 
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1. Thon hast left roe 

2. Thou hwt me for 






^ 






J=3._ 



i 



i 



i 



^ 



^b-V? 



I 



=^ 



=3= 



1^=?t 



yr 



i^ 



left roe 
me for 
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ev - er, 
sak - en, 



Ja - mie, Thou hast 
Ja - mie, Thou hast 



ev - er! 
sak - en. 



Aft - en hast thou 
Thon canst love an - 




vow'd that death 
oth - er jo . 



On - ly should us sev - er; 
While my heart Is break - Ing. 



Now thou'st left thy 
Soon my wea - ry 
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lass for aye ; 
e'en I* U close, 



I maun see thee nev - er, Ja - mie, I maun see thee 
Nev - er malr to wak - en, Ja - mie, Nev - er mair to 
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• Bums wrote these verses to the old tune " Fee Him, Father."— Fraser, a hautboy-player in Edinburgh gained distinction • 
by his manner of performing the melody. 

Bums said that *' when he played it slow, he made it the language of despair." The song first appeared in " Thompson's 
Collection," hi 1793. The words which first accompanied the melody were written by Joanna Bailie, and entitled " Saw y« 
Johnnie Oomin'^' The song by this name first appeared in "Herd's Collection," in 1776. We reproduce the verses on next pagS' 



THOU HAST LSFT ME EVER, JAMIE 
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SAW TE JOHNNIE OOMIN'P 



1 Saw ye Johnnie comln*? quo' she; 

Saw ye Johnnie coraln*? 
Saw ye Johnnie comin*? qno* she; 

Saw ye Johnnie comin'? 
Saw ye Johnnie coinln'? quo* she; 

Saw ye Johnnie comln*, 
Wi* his blue bonnet on his head, 

And his doggie rlnnln% quo* she. 

And his doggie rinnin*? 

2 Fee him, father, fee himt quo* she; 

Fee him, father, fee him I 
Fee him, father, fee him I quo' she ; 

Fee him, father, fee him 1 
For he is a gallant lad, 

And a weel-doln*; 
And a* the wark about the house 

Gaes wl' me when I see him, quo' she, 

Wi* me when I see him. 



8 What will I do wi* him? quo* he; 

What will I do wl* him? 
He*s ne'er a sark upon his back, 

And I hae nane to gle him. — 
I hae twa sarks Into my klst. 

And ane o' them I* U gle him; 
And, for a merk o' mair fee, 

Dlnna stand wl* him, quo' she, 

Dinna stand wl* him. 

4 For weel do I lo'e him, quo* she; 

Weel do I lo'e him ; 
For weel do I lo*e him, quo' she, 

Weel do I lo'e him. 
O, fee him, father, fee him ! quo' she , 

Fee him, father, fee him I 
He '11 hand the pleugh, thrash in the bam, 

And crack wl* me at e'en, quo* she, 

And crack wl' me at e'en. 



H. Macneil. ( 1746 - 1818 ) 
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Arranfired by Colin Coe 
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1. Whar hae 

2. And whar gat 
8. What said ye 
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to 



been 

that 

the 



a' day, 

young thing, 
nle bairn. 



bon 




My 
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boy, 
boy, 
boy. 



Tam-my? Whar hae ye been a* day. My 

Tam-my? And whar gat ye that young thing, My 
Tam-my? What said ye to the bonnie bairn, My 
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boy, Tam-my? 
boy, Tam-my? 
bov, Tam-my? 
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, • These verses, written for the very old air to which they are set, first appeared In the Edinburgh " Bee," in 179L ( H& 
Macneil was also the author of **Ck)me Under My Plaidle.'*) 

A specimen of the words which accompanied the old air Is still presenred, in the following Terse. 

'* Is she fit to soop the house. 
My boy. Tammy? 
Is she fit to soop the house. 

My boy. Tammy? 
She's Just as fit to soop the house 
As the cat to tak' a mouse ; 
And yet she's but a young thing 
New come frae her mammy ."^ 
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MY BOY TAMMY 
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burn 
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ML»ad - ow green 
Smil - Ing on 
Her dimpled cheek 
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Court - Ing o' this young thing, Just cam f ra her mam-my." 

Herdintr ae wee lamb and ewe For her poor mam-my." 

Ipree'dit aft, as ye may trow.She said 8he*d tell her mam-my.'* 







** I held her to my beating heart, 
My young, my smiling lammie, 

I held her to my beating heart, 
My young, my smiling lammle! 

• I hae a house — It cost me dear; 

I've wealth o' plenlshn' and g?ar; 

Ye's get It a', were't ten times maire 
Gin ye will leave your mammy. 



*• We'll tak' her hame, and mak' her fain 
My aln kind-hearted lammfe; 

We'll tak* her hame, and mak' her fain. 
My ain kind-hearted lammle! 

We'll gle h?r meat, we'll gle her claes ; 

We'll be her comfort a* her days : ' — 

The wee thing gl'es her hand, and says, 
' There ! gang and ask my mammy I "* 



<* The smile gaed aff her bonnle face, 

* I maunna leave my mammy ; ' 
The smile gaed affher bonnle face, — 

* I maunna leave my mammy ! 

She's glen me meat, she's gien me claes, 
She's been my comfort a' my days ; 
My father's death brought mony waes — 
I canna lea^ e my mammy.' 



** Has she been to the kirk wi' thee 

My boy, Tammy? 
Has she been to the kirk wi* thee 

My boy, Tammy?" 
•* She has been to the kirk wi* me 
And the tear was in her e'e ; 
For O, she's but a young thing. 

Just come frae her mammy. •• 
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Charles Jeffresre 



MAKY OF ARarLE 



B. NelsoD 



Mofh-nilo. ^ 51 l"*^ ^ 
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1. I bSTebtaid the naT-ls sing- tig His lOTe-song to the morn; I have seen the dew-drop cUng-iiig To the 

2. Tbo^ thyroiee my lose Its sweetaeas, AodthlDeeye Its brightness too ;Tho' thy step may lack Its fleet-ness, And thy 
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rose jnst new- ly born : But a sweeter soni; has cheerM roe At the ev*nlug*s gen-tle close ; And I've 
hair its snn - ny hue : Still to me wilt thou be dear- er Than all the world shall own ; I have 




seen an eye still brighter Than the dewdrop on the rose ;*Twas thy voice, my gen-tle 
loved the'^ for thy beauty, But not for that a -lone: I have watcbM tliy heart,dear 

colla voce. ^ 



Ma-ry, 
Ma-ry, 



And thine 
And its 
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a tempo. 
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art- less winning smile, That made this w^orld an E - den, Bon- ny Ma-ry of Argyle! 
good-ness was the wil© That has made thee mine for - ev - er, Bon - ny Ma - ry of Argyle I 
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Allegretto. ^. ^ ^ 
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COME, FEERT ME O'ER 
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Mrs. Groom 
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1. Come, fer - ry me o*er, Come, fer - ry me o'er, Fain wad I be wr my 

2. If I fer-ry yon o'er, If I fer-ry you o'er, Will you bring back the lad - die we 



^^^^^Mm 



=!*=?: 



:ia=a: 



f% 



^E 



:f=fr. 



^^^^ 



i 



¥m 



^fe^j^^r^ 



Tu 



love once more; For mon-y a day he has been a - way, And oh! but I 've mouni'd for him 
all a - dore?Tbere'sagal-laDt band rea - dy wr sword In hand, To win back his ain for him 
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Then fer-ry 
Oh! fer-ry 
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me o'er Safe to my lad-die 
me o'er I '11 bring the bon-nle 
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yon - der shore; Come, fer-ry me o'er, 
hame once mor^'* ; Oh ! fer-ry me o'er, 
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fer-ry me o'er, Thou sbalt be feed for It rare - ly I 
fer-ry me o'er, I '11 soon re-turn with our Char - lie !♦ 




•Prince Charles. 



HERE'S A HEALTH TO ANE I LO^E DEAR 

AIR— "HERE'S A HEALTH TO THEM THAT'S AWA" 
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Robert Burns. ( 1760 -1706 ) 
AttdarUe. 




1. Here*8a health to ane I lo'e 

2. I moora thro* the gay, gaudy 



dear, 
day, 



Here's a health to ane I lo'e dear ; Thou art 
As hopeless I muse on thy charms ; But 
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sweet as the smile when fond lov - crs meet. And saft as their part - ing tear, Jes-sie; Al - 
wel - come the dream o' sweet slum - ber, For then I am Locked in thy arms, Jes-sie ! I 
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tho' thou maun nev - er be mine, 
guess by the dear an - gel smile. 



Al - tho* e - ven hope is de - nied ; 'T is 

I guess by the love-roll - ing e'e; — But 




sweet - er for thee de - spair 
why urge the ten-der con - fes 



ing, Than aught in the world be -side, Jes -sie! 
sion 'Gainst for - tune's cru-el de - cree? Jes - sie I 
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• This song, one of the last ever written by Bums, was composed In honor of Jessie Lewara, ( afterwards Mra! Thomson oi 
Domfries, ) who was a most faithful attendant of the poet during his last illness. 
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Dr. Alexander Oeddes 



LEWIE GORDON* 
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Arranired trs 0> F. Orabaa 
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1. Oh, send Lew - ie Gor - don hame, 

8. Oh, to see his tar - tan trews, 

8. Prince - Ij youth of whom I sing, 

4. Oh, to see this wish'd-f or one 
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the lad 



I daur - na name, The' his baclc be 



at 



Bon - net blue, and laigh - heeVd shoes, Phil 
Thou wertborn to be 
Seat - ed on a king 
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a - boon 



a king: On 
Iv throne ! All 
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onr griefs would dis 



the 
his 
gal 
ap 



wa , 
knee — 
star 
pear; 
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Hora 's to him that's far a - wa\ 
That's the lad that Til gang wi'. 
Shines on loy - al hearts a - far. 
We should hail a joy - f ul year ! 



hon ! my Highland-man, 
hon ! my Highland-man, 
hon ! my Highland-man, 
hon ! my Highland-man, 



Oh ! my bon - nie Highland-man ! 

Oh ! ray bon - nie Highland-man ! 

Oh ! my bon - nie Highland-man 

Oh ! my bon - nio Highland-man \ 
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• The Lewis Gordon here alluded to was the third son of the Duke of Gordon. He declared for Prince Charles, on the rising 
in 1746. and was afterwards attainted, bnt escaped to France, where he died in 1754. 
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Robert Burns (1760—1706) 
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'THE GLASGOW LASSES' 
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1. O Ma-ry, at thy window b*^. It 

2. Yes - treen, when to the trembl'iDg strfog The 
8 . O Ma • ry . canst thou wreck h'ls peace, Whs 
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is the wi<th'd, the tryst - ed hour ! Those smiles andglan-ces let me see That 

danc'.^ ira'Ml thro' the ll^jht - ed ha', To thee my fan - cy took its wins:, I 
for thy Hik? wonid glad - ly die? Or canst thoa break that heart of his, Whase 
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make the mis - er's treas - ure poor ; How blithe - ly wad I bide the stonre, A 
sat, bnt neith - er heard or saw : Tho* this was fair, and that was braw, And 
on - ly fant is lov - ing thee? If love for love thou wilt nae gie, At 
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wea -ry slave frae sun to snn; Could I the rich reward se-cure. The love- lyMa- rvMor-i-son. 
yoD the toast of a' the town, I sigh'd, and said a-mangthema'." Ye are na Ma - ry Mor-i - son '' 
least be pi - tv to me shown; A thoujrht un-gen-tle can-na be The tho* o* Ma - ry Mor-l-son 

D.C. 
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•See also " Mary Morlson.' 
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COMIN' THRO' THE RYE • 

Air — "THE MILLER'S DAUGHTER" 



Arranired by J. C. M. 
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1. Gin a bo- dy meet 

2. Gin a bo- dy meet 

3. A - mang the train there is 



a bo - dy 
a bo - dy 
a Bwain 1 
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Com-ln' thro* the rye. Gin a bo-dy kiss a bo-dy, need a bo- dy cry? 

Com-in' frae the town, Gin a bo-dy greet a bo-dy, need a bo- dy frown? 

dear-ly lo'e my-sel', Butwhaur hishameand wliat his name, I din- na care to tell! 




Ev-'ry las-sie has her lad-die ; Xane, they saeTlia'e I ; 

m 



Yet a' the lads they smile at me When 




D.S.:^ 






• An old song— original authorship of either words or melody unknown. But Robert Burns revised the verses and 
tent them to Joliusou's "Museum." (See Second Version.) The most popular version Is the one here printed with the music 

COMIIS-Q THROUGH THE RYE 

Tune— -^COMING THROUGH THE RYE'» 
SECOND VERSION 
Bobert Bums 
( The poet, in this song, removed some of the ooarse chaff, from the old chaunt, and fitted it for the '* Museum/* wher» it 
was first printed.) 

1 Coming through the rye, poor body. Gin a body kiss a body, 

Coming through the rye. Need a body cry ? 

She draiglet a' her petticoai.a, 3 Gin a body meet a body 

Coming through the rje. Coming through the glen, 

Jenny's a' wat, poor body. Gin a body kiss a body, 

Jenny's seldom dry ; Xeed the world ken ? 

She draiglet a» her pettlcoatie, Jenny's a' wat, poor body ; 

Commg through the rye. Jenny's seldom dry ; 

2 Gin a body meet a body She draiglet a' her pettiooatie^ 

Coming through the rye. Coming through the rye. 

Another song hy Bums, entitled "Tibbie, I Hae Seen the Day," was also set to the melody of "Comin* Thro* the Bye;** bal 
it never gained much popularity. 



GLOOMY WINTER ^S l^OW AWA 

Air— "LORD BALGONIB'S FAVORITE" 
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B.Tiamahm. (1774-1810) 
Andante con moio. 



Arrangred by T. M. Mudie 
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1. Gloom -y win - ter^s now a - wa, Saft the west-lln* breez-es blaw, 'Mang the birks o' Stan -ley shaw^The 

2. Tow*r-1ng o*er the Newton woods Lav -*rocks fan the snaw-wblte cloads ; Sil - ler saoghs wl' down -y buds, A - 
8. Round the syl - van fair - y nooks, Feathery breckans fringe the rocks/Neath the brae the bur - nle jouks, And 
4. Trees may bud, and birds may sing.Flow'rs may bloom.and ver-dure sprlng.Joy to me they can - na bring.Un - 
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ma- via sings fu' cheer-ie, 0. Sweet the era wflow'r's ear-ly bell, 'Decks 
dorn the banks sae bri - ery, O. 
11 - ka thing is cheer-ie, O. 
less wl* thee, my dear - le, O. 
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Bloom-lng like thy bon - nle sal', My youngiiiiy art - less dear -le, O. Coine.niy las-sl?, let ns stray, 
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O er GlenklUoch s sun -ny brae, Blythe-ly spend the gow-den day. 'Midst joys that nev-er wea-rie, O. 
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EOBIN ADAIR* 

Air— " EILEEV AROON " 



Lady Caroline Keppel 
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1. What's* this dull 

2. What made th'as- 

3. Bat now thou'rt 



^ Andante. 
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town 
9em 
far 




to me? Rob - In's not near; 
bly shine? Rob - in A - dair! 
from me, Rob - in A - dair; 



What was't I wished to see. 

What made the ball so flae? 

And now I nev - cr see 
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What wished to hear? 
Rob - in was there! 
Rob - in A - dair! 



Where's all the joy 
What, when the play 
Yet him I loved 



and mirth Made this town a 
was oVr, What made my 
so well Still in ray 




^ The popular yerses which have so long been sung to this melody are here given, ( as also others —see following^. Those 
here set are said by one autliority to have been written by Lady Caroline Keppel. under peculiar circumstances. Tlie story runs 
as follows: Lady Caroline was in an overturncl carriage; tiie acci lent w« oliserved by Robin Adair, a vonnT«iirireon from 
Dublin who had come t > Englani to enhant^e his fortunes, and iiis tlm»»ly assistRUce lei to the acquaintance of the f Mr ladv. and, 
finally, to their mutual love. But Ladv Caroline was separated from lier lover. ( presumably bv her father, the Earl of A Ibemarle,) 
and during the separation wrote tliis song to the old tune " Eileen Aroon. " Robin Adair and she, however, were married 
eventually. t 

Another set of words, of an inferior sort, entirely different in sentiment from those above mentioned, were, according to 
J. Kynaston Edwards, written by St. Leger. The lines began thus : 

'' You're welcome to Puclcstown, Robin Adair. 
How does Johnny Mackrel do. 
, Aye, and Luke Gardiner, too?" etc, ete. 

These were of a convivial kind, and intended only for that private circle which could best appreciate them. 

As to the melody of " Robm Adair" ( or " Eileen Aroon " > It ii said that an Irish knight, O' Daly, having carried off "Ellen 
the Fair " ( EUetin, Anto'i ) composed the meloiv ani the words pertaining to that event. 

Thomas Moore wrote ** Erin the Smile and the Tear " to the same tune. 

Braham, the actor, in I8il. revived the old air. pnd sang it to other words, ( presumably the " Robin Adair " as now known.) 

Robert Burns, writin&r to Thompson in 1793. said that he was not aware that " Robin Adair " was of Irish origin. Boms, too, 
wrote verses for the melody. ( See following.) 

All the characters connected with the more modern version of the song — that is to say. Its *' revival " — flourished between 
the years 1737 and 1811. 

As to the personality of Robin Adair, there are the statements, ist that he was a young surgeon from Dublin; 2d. that he 
was a descendant of Archibald Adair, bishop of Ltsniore an I Waterford : 3 1, that he was a member of the Irish parliament early 
in the 18th century; 4th, that he was surgeon of Chelsea Hospital, under George TIT. 
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heav*u on earth? Oh, they're all fled with thee, Rob - in A 

heart so sore? Oh! It was part - Ing with Rob - In A 

heart shall dwell. Oh! I can ne'er for - get Rob - In A 



dair. 
dair! 
dair! 




HAD I A CAVE 

Tune— -ROBIN ADAIR." 

Alexander CanniDgham, on whose unfortunate love-adventure Bums composed this song for Thomson, was a Jeweller in 
Edinburgh, well connected, and of agreeable and polished manners « The story of his faithless mistress was the talk of Edin- 
burgh, in 1793, when these words were written : 

1 Had I a cave on some wild, distant shore. 

Where the winds howl to the waves* dashing roar; 
There would I weep my woes. 
There seek my lost repose. 
Till grief my eyes should close, 
Ne'er to wake more. 

8 Falsest of womankind, canst thou declare, 

All thy fond plighted vows — fleeting as air I 
To thy new lover hie, 
Laugh o'er thy perjury, 
Then in thy bosom try 
What peace is there I 
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was in sim-mer - time o' year, And sim-mer leaves were sheen. When I an Ktt - ty 
weel - a - day I my heart leaped high When walk-in' by bis side; Sic' tho'ts, a -las tare 
creep - ing years hae slow - ly pass'd An' I hae stmg-gled Strang Wi'a bro-ken hope an' 
Kit - tj, on thy bon • nie brow The sim-mer sun shall shine, While win • try clouds an* 
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walk'd a-brald, An* Ja-nile walk'd a- tween. 

i • die now. For Kit - ty is ills bride. 

bro - 1c en heart, Bnt *tis nae now for iang. 

win •ter's gloom Are gatb'ring dark o'er mine. 



We reach*d the brig, o'er yon wee ttnn. Our 
He could na', an' he wad hae baith For 
My thread o' life is a' but span, An' 
ril gl'e to God my llng-'rin' hours. An* 
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bon - ny brig sae sma*. 

that's for - bid by law ; 

I maun gang a - wa', 

Ja - role drive a - wa' ; 



**Jen - nie" said Jem, **maun walk be - hin*;There's nae room for 

In wed - ded life an' wed - ded love,There's nae room for 

An' roonld-er in the clay- cauldgFOond, Where's nae room for 

For In this wea - ry, wast - ed heart,There's nae room for 



1^ 



ii 



=t 



j-^jiinj^-j::^]^ 



f^ 



-w 



£ 



i 



i 



i 



**: 



F=F 






F?^ -48- 



^ 



m 



f 4M^J^ 



^ 



^* 



^^ 



\ 



t^ 



twa." ''There's nae room for twa," said he, *' There's nae room 

twa! There's nae room for twa, ye ken. There's nae room 

twa! There's nae room for twa, ye ken. There's nae room 

twa! There's nae room for twa, ye keu, There's nae room 



for twa." Oh. 

for twa. So 

for twa. The 

for twa; The 
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Jam - le's words went to my heart — •♦There's nae room for twa." 

I hae gang'd my gate a - lane — There's nae room for twa. 

nar - row bed where a' maun lie Has nae room for twa! 

heart that's gl'en to God and heav'n Has nae room for twa! 
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O K-ENMUKE'S ON" AIO) AW A', WILLIE* 
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BobMtBums. (1768-1706) 
AUeyretto, con spirito. 





The first verse lo be sung each time. 
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1.0 Kenmure'son and a - wa\ Wil-lie! O Eenmure's on and a- wa'! 
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Ken-mare'8 lord's the brav - est lord. That ev - er Gal • lo - way saw. • • 
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2. Sac - cess to Kenmure's band, 

3. Here's Ken - mure's health in wine, 

4. O Ken - mare's lads are men, 

5. They'll live or die wl* fame, 

6. Here's him that's far a - wa', 



Wil-lie! Sue -cess to Ken- mure's band ; There's 

Wil-lie! Here's Ken-mure's health in wine; There 

Wil-lie! O Ken - mare's lads are men; There 
Wil- lie! They 'lllive or die wi' fame; Bat 

Wil-lie! Here's him that's far a - wa*; And 
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no a heart that fears a Whig, That rides by Ken - mare's hand, 

ne'er was a cow-ard o' Kenmnre's blade, Nor yet o' Gor - don's line, 

hearts and swords are met - al true— And that their faes shall ken. 

soon wi' sound -ing vie - to - rie. May Ken-mure's lord come hame. 

love best— The rose that's like the snawl 



here's the flower that I 
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* The second and third, and concluding ver.«ies of this Jacobite strain were wrttten by Bums : the whole was sent in his own 
handwriting to Johnson's Museum. 

William Gordon, viscount Keiimure. took an active part in the rebellion of 1715. He was taken prisoner, tried for treason 
and was beheaded in London. February 24. I7ifi. 
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Hector MaoneU. ( 1746-1816 ) 



COME UNDER MY PLAIDIE = 

Air— "JOHNNY MAOGILL" 
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nil - der my plaid-ie, the nighVs jraan to fa' ; Come In f rae the caald blast, the dri ft and the snawXome 
•wa "wr yer plaid-le ! anld Doo-ald, gae 'wa; I fear na the caald blast.the drift, nor the sna^MGae 
Mar-Ion, let that flee stick fast to the wa*;Tonr Jock*sbuta gowk.and has naethlng a - va; The 
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nn - der my plaid-le, and 
'wa wi' yerplald-lel III 
hail o' his pack he has 



sit down be - side me,There*8 room in't, dear las - sie, be - lieve me, for twa. 
no sit be - side ye ; Ye micht be my gntch-er ! auld Donald, gae 'wa. 
now on his back ; He 's thret-ty, and I am bnt threescore and twa. 




Come nn-der my plaidie and 

I 'm gaun to meet Johnnie,he' 

Be frank now,SDd liiod-ly — I'll 



sit down be-side me,I 'II hap ye frae ev-'ry canld blast that can blaw : O come 
s yoQDg sod be'sbonnle ; He's been at Meg's bridal,f n' trig and f n' braw ! Nanc 
busk ye aye fine- ly ; To kirk or to market there'll few gang sae braw ; A 




• This is one of Macnell's most popular ballads. The air is claimed by both Scotch and Irish. One John Maggill, of Olrvan, 
Ayrshire, is thouglit by some to have been the composer. 
The " plaidie " is a cloak or dress of plaid. 
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nn - dor my plald-ie, and sit down bs - side me,There*8 room lo't dear las - sle, be - Ueve me, for twa. 
danc-«s sae llcht- ly, sae ^ace-f u\ sae t!jjht-ly, HU cheek'» like the new roschis brow's like the snaw I 
bien hoase to bide in, a chaise for to ride in. And flankeys to 'tend ye as aft as ye ca'." 




4 " My father aye tanld me, my mither and a', fi 

Ye 'd mak' a gude hasband, and keep me aye braw. 
It's tme I lo*e Johnnie; he's yonnsrand he*8 bonnie; 
Bnt, wae's me ! I ken he has naething ava ! 
I hae little tocher; ye've made a gnde offer; 
I'm now mair than twenty; my time is but sma'I 
Sae gie me your plaidie; I'll creep in beside ye; 
I thocht ye'd been aalder than threescore and twa! " 



She crap in ayont him, beside the stane wa*, 
Whare Johnnie was list'ning, and heard her tell a' ; 
The day was appointed ! — his proud heart it dunted 
And strack 'gainst his side, as if bursting in twa. 
He wander'd hame weary, the nlcht it was dreary, 
And, thowless, he tint his gate *mang the deep snaw : 
The howlet was scream in', while Johnnie cried , ' * Women 
Wad marry auld Nick, if he'd keep them aye braw." 



WILL TE GANG TO THE E WE-BUGHTS^MARION ? ' 

Moderato, 




1. Will ye gang to 

2. (), Mar- ron is 

3. There's braw lads in 

4. I've nine milk 

5. And ye's get a 

6. I*m young and 



the ewe - bughts, Mar - ion. And wear in the sheep 

a bon - nie lass. And the blithe blink's in 

Earns • law, Mar ion, Wha gape and glow-er 

ewes, my Mar - ion, A cow, and a brawn- 

green say a • pron, And waist -coat o' Lon • 

stout, my Mar - ion, Nane danc- es like me 



wi' 
her 
wl' their 

aon 
on the 
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e*e; 
e'e, 
quey; 
brown ; 
green; 



The 
And 
At 
I'll 
And 
And 



sun 

fain 

kirk, 

gie 

wow 

gin 



shines sweet, my 

wad I mar - ry 

when they see my 

them a' to my 

but ye will be 

ye for - sake me. 



Mar - ion. But nae halTsae sweet 

Mar - ion. Gin Mar - ion wad 

Mar - ion ; But nane o' them lo'es 

Mar - ion. Just on her brid - 

yap - 'ring When e'er vegang to 

Mar - ion, I'll e'en araw up 



as 

mar-ry 

like 

al 

the 

wi' 




,^ J^J^^P^^ J^^^ melody of this song are of undoubted antiquity. They were published in the "Orpheus Caledonius,'* in 
1T26, but belong to a period considerably earlier. The third verse given here is of anouymous origin. 
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thee. The son shines sweet, my 

me. And fain wad I mar - ry 

me. At kirk, when they see my 

day. I'll gie them a' to my 

town. And wow but ye will be 

Jean. And gin ye for -sake me, Mar - ion, I'll e'en draw 



Mar - ion, But 

Mar - ion, Gin 

Mar - ion, But 

Mar - Ion, Just 



nae half sae sweet as 
Mar- ion wad mar - ry 
nane o' themlo'ea like 
on her bri - dal 



vap - 'ring When e'er ye gang to the 



up 



thee, 
me. 
me. 
day. 
town, 
wi' Jean. 
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LIZZY LIl^DSAT* 



"Will ye gang wi' me, Lizzy Lindsay? 

Will ye gang to the Highlands wi' me? 
Will ye gang wi' me, I^izzy Lindsay, 

My bride and my darling to be? " 



3 " O Lizzy, lass, ye maun ken little. 
If sae ye dinna ken me ; 
For my name is Lord Ronald MaoDonald, 
A chieftain o' high degree." 



2 " To gang to the Highlands wi' you, sir, 
I dinna ken how that may be ; 
For I ken nae the land that^-e live in. 
Nor ken I the lad I'm gaun wi'." 



4 She has kilted her coats o' green satin ; 
She has kilted them up to the knee ; 
And she's aff wi' Lord Ronald MacDonald, 
His bride and his darling to be. 



WILL TE GO TO THE INDIES, MT MART? 



Air— "THE EWB-BUGHTS' 



By Robert Biims 



(The following poem was a Juvenile production of the poet. Burns, who said to his publisher: "In my very early yeAr^ 
when I was thinking of going to tLe Tndles, I took the following farewell of a dear girl." 



1 Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary, 
And leave auld Scotia's shore? 
Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary, 
Across the Atlantic's roar I 

3 O sweet grows the lime and the orange, 
And the apple on the pine ; 
But a' the charms o' the Indies, 
Can never equal thine. 



And sae may the heavens forget me, 
When I forget my vow I 

4 O plight me your faith, my Mary, 
And plight me your lily-white hand; 
O plight me your faith, my Mary, 
Before I leave Scotia's strand. 



8 I hae sworn by the heavens to my Mary, 
I hae sworn by the heavens to be true ; 
• The first verse of this song was written by Burns for the tune of ** Will Ye Gae to the Ewe-Bughts," etc 
popular through the singing of John Wilson. Bums did not live to complete other verses. 

(In sinKing these words to the melody here given, use the small notes whenever necessary.) 



We hae plighted our troth, my Mary, 

In mutual atfection to Join ; 
And curst be the cause that shall part ml 

The hour, and the moment o' time! 

Itbeoame 
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THE LAIED O^ COCKPEI^* 



Air— ** WHEN SHE CAM' BEN, SHE BOBBIT ' 



Lady Nairne. ( 1766 - 1846 ) 
ModtrcUo con spirUo, 



Arranfired by H. E. Dibdln 
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1. The laird o' Cockpen.he's proud and he's great; His mind Is ta'cn up wi'the 

2. Doun by the dyke-side a la - dy did dwell, At his ta-blehead Hetbo't 

3. His wig 'wasvreelponther*d,an'as gude as new, His waistcoatwaswhlte.Hls 
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things o' the state ; He want-ed a wife his braw hooae to keep ; But fa - vor wl' woo-In' was f ashous to seek, 
she'd look well ; M'- Cleish's ae daaghter o' Claverse-ha' Lee, A pen - ny-less lass wl* a lan^ ped - i - gree. 
coat it was blue; He put on a ring, a sword, an'cock'd hat, An' whacoald refuse the Laird wi' a that? 
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4 He took the gray mare, an' rade cannilie, 
An' rapp*d at the yett o' Claverse-ha' Lee ; 
"Oae tell mistress Jean to come speedily ben, 
She's wanted to speak wl* the Laird o* Cockpen." 

B Mistress Jean she was makln' the elder-flower wine ; 
** An' what brings the Laird at sic a like time? " 
She pat off her apron, an' on her silk goun, 
Her mutch wi' red ribbons, an* gaed awa' doun. 

6 An* when she cam' ben, he bowed f u* low : 
An* what was his errand, he soon let her know. 
Amazed was the Laird when the lady said, Nal 
An' wi* a laigh cnrtsie, she turned awa*. 



7 Dumf ounder'd was he, but nae sigh did he gi'e ; 
He mounted his mare, and he rade cannilie ; 

An' af ten he thought, as he gaed through the glen« 
She's daft to refuse the Laird o' Cockpen. 

8 An' now that the Laird his exit had made. 
Mistress Jean she reflected on what she had saidi 
**0h, for ane 1*11 get better, its waur I'll get ten 

I was daft to refuse the Laird o' Cockpen." 

9 Next time that the Laird and Lady were seen, 
They were gaun arm-in-arm to the kirk on the green 
Now she sits in the ha* like a weel tappit hen. 

But as yet there's nae chickens appeared atOockp«nl 



• The last two verses were written by Mls9 Ferrler. the noTelist 
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OYER THE SEA* 
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2. O - ver the sea, 
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O - ver the sea, 
O • ver the sea, 



Hear what a lit - tie bird ivhis-per'd to me, 
Too long my lad - die has wan-der^d f rae me, 
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- viT the sea, 
O - ver the sea. 



O - ver the sea. Some -bo - dy's com-ing ere long. 
O - ver the sea, Now he is com-ing once more. 
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Then 
Then well 
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march, march, 
march, march. 



march, 
march, 



Ye lads of the heath -er come troop-ing to - geth -er. Come 
To greet him once more on his own na - tive shore, Let ns 



3ST«~"Lr 



^.£^=^^kf=£^ 



S^^E^ 



-n— n- 



i 



=t 



^ 



-1^^ 




m 



mf. 






^ h r 



^^^^ 



i 



^ 



-^-^ 



zjd-^- 



march, march,march, Now, gal-lant hearts, vaMant and strong. Oh,it*s o - ver the sea 
march, march, march. And bear him in tri-umph a - long. Oh, it's o - ver the sea, 
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0-ver the sea, 
O-ver the sea, 
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Hear what a bon-nle bird whis-per'dto me, 
Hear what a boo -nie bird wbls-per'd to me, 
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Over the sea, 0-ver the sea, Somebody's coming ere long. 
Over the sea, 0-ver the sea. Char-lie is coming ere long. 
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• This song was probably written In honor of Prince Charlie. 



THE PIPEE'S DAUGHTEE 



Moderato con anima. 
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Bllza Cook 
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1. " Gang a wa*" was Donald's cry, ''Let's ha'enae mair par-ley,'* As the PI- per standing by 

2. Don-aid look'd and Donald saw Bon-nle grey eyes glancing, And his heart was beat-ing time, 

3. A-lack a- las I it came to paa8,Yooiig Donald cro9s'dLoch-le-ven. As oft -en and as wil-llng-ly, As 
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Struck up "Rigs of Bar-ley," Don-aid was awealth-y lad. But mn-sic was not In him. 

While those eyes were dancing. Don-aid gaz'd with soul amaz'd. While he stood be-fore 'em. And 
tho' it led to Heaven. A wondrooa cliugeouM o'er his mind.Hethooglittlw Bagpipes pleasant, But 
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Bagpipes always drove him mad. The Ft -per could not win him. But a-lacic! one summer's day,He 

nev- er stlrr'd.al-tiioagli he heard That horrid "Tnl- loch Go-rum." The old maa piay*d,yet Doo-sld stay'd. Each 
then the Pi -per he was Uiod, And those grey eyes were present. Toang Donald lOT'd the old man's child, With 
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crossed Lochle- yen's wa-ter, And he met up - on the way, The Pi-per and his daughter, 

moment seem- Ing shorter — The ■Pi-per's drone had chang'd It's tone, Be-slde the PI- per*s daughter, 
gold-en ring he sought her, And took the pipes and Pi - per home, As well as PI- per's daughter. 
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CALLER HERRIJN^ 

Partly by Lady Nairne. ( 1766 - 1846 ) 



Music by NeU Oow 
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Allegretto. 



1. Wha'll buy cal - ler her - rln'? They're 

2. WhaHl buy cal - ler her - rin'? They're 
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bon-nle flsh and hftlc-aome far - in\ Wha'll buy cal - ler her - rin' Now drawn frae the Forth. When 
bon-nie rt«*h n ml hale-some far - In*, WhaMlbny cal -lor her - rhi' ,Tm -it haul'd thro' wiod and rain? O 
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yeweresleepin'on yoiirpillo\V!<,Drean'dyeaii$litof onrpnir fellows.DarklliiB as they fac <l the hil-lows, 
a' our lads at her -rlii" Ush - in", CoMt-lv vain-pnin din- net dressin'; Sole nor tnr- bot. how dis-tn-ss-iiri 
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A' to fill the wo-ven willows? Buy my cal - ler her- rln*. They're bon-nle flsh and halesome far-in'; 
Fine folk oft scorn sbualso* bless -in*. Buy my cal -ler her- rin', Tho' ye may ca' them vul-gar far-in'; 




• It is said that the song was suggested to Nell (iow while he was listening to the bells of At. Andrew*s Church in Edin- 
burgh, mingled with the cries of the nsherwomen. who vend their herrings in the streets These women are notorious^ for^tnetr 
exorbitant demands, and as the piirciiaser generally offers al>out one- 
glinc before the bargain Is concluded, and which generally ends with t 
ve. mem! it's no flsn ye're buying, it's the lives o^ honest ment** 



exorbitant clemands. and as the iHirciiaser generally offers ai>out one-third or\heVri'(^el»ked^thele is con^ much hig- 
. I the Irresistible appeal alhided to mthesong.—^' Lord bless 
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cal - ler her 
cal - ler her 



rln'? They're no bronght here with - out brave dar - In*, 
rln'? But what they've cost ye're lit - tie car - in' I 
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Buy my cal - ler her - rln'— Ye lit - tie ken their worth. Wha'll buy my cal - ler her - rin'? O 
Buy my cal - ler her - rin' That's aye the puir map's friend. Wha'll buy my cal - ler her - rin*? But 
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ye may ca them vul- gar far- in*! Wiyesan* mlthersmaist de-Hpair-in*, ca* them lives o'men! 
what they've cost ye're lit - tie car - in*; Sil - ler can-na pay for the lives o' hon-estmen! 
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CALLER HERRIW 

By Lady Nalme 
(As different editions of the song vary In regard to the words —a portion of the poem being omitted from some pnbllcatloBs; 
the lines, again, being irregularly placed, etc., we here give Lady Naime's poem in its original form.) 

1 Wha'll buy mv caller herrin*? 
They 're bonnie fish and halesome farin' ; 
Wha'll buy my caller herrin' new drawn f raethe Forth ? 
When ye were sleepin' on your pillows 
Dream'd ye aught o' our puir fellows. 
Darkling as they faced the billows, 
A' to fill the woven willows? 

Buy my caller herrin' new drawn f raethe Forth. 

3 Wha '11 buy my caller herrin' ? 
They 're no brought here without brave darin' ; 
Buy my caller herrin', hauled thro' wind and rain. 
Wha'll buy, etc 

3 Wha'll buy my caller herrin'? 
Oh, ye may ca' them vulgar farin' ; 
Wives and mithers, maist despalrin', 
Ca' them lives o' men. 
Wha '11 buy, etc 

It is probable that the first sons Tsee preceedingpage). both wordn and music, was written by Nell Gow. and that Lady 
Nafme icave her verses to the mu.slrfan as a sort of pleasant further siicirestion. Ohspnre the second vprsinn here given. 
Burns wrote ** Their Groves of Sweet Mvrtle" for Tliompson's coI1*"'ri mi. to this air. 



4 When the creel o' herrin* . 
Ladies, clad in silks and laces. 
Gather in their braw pelisses. 
Cast their heads and screw their faces. 
Wha'll buy, etc 



5 Caller herrin', no got lightlie. 
Ye can trip the spring fu' tightlie. 
Spite o' tauntin', flauntin', nmgin', 
Gow has set you a' a-singin'. 
Wha '11 buy, etc 



6 Neebonr wives, now tent my tellin' : 
When the bonnie fish ye're sellin'. 
At ae word be in ye Te dealln'— 
Truth will stand when a' thing's failln'. 
Wha '11 buy, etc 
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HEY, THE BON'NIE BREIST-KN"OTS 
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Allegretto 



Hey, the bon - uie, ho, the bon-nie. 
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Hoy, the bon-nie breUt -knots! Blythe an' mer - ry were they a* When 
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they put on 
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their brelst • knots. 1. There was a brl • dal in 

2. A son - sie lass wi' rav ■ 

8. The bride a knot kept to 

4. It was nae black, it was 

6. Ane had the knot tliat like 



our town. For 

en hair, Cam* 

her - seV, Its 

nae blue. It 

to me In - 
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il - ka lass there was a loon, Some wore black and some wore brown, Bat 

wi' a knot Hke 111 - y falr,Gart mo - ny hearts that hour feel sair, For 

col - or she a - lane could tell,Wha had the like, wad bear the bell. And 

had nae sic un - seem - ly hue ; But it was white, I tell yon true, — A 

spir'd a' hearts wi' mirth an' glee ; Fare-well, kind friends, and thank to ye That 
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HEY, THE BONNIE BREIST-KNOTS 
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ilk ane had a breist-knot. Hey, the bon-nle, bo. the bon-nle. Hey, the bon-niebreist-ksots. 

ilk ane lo*ed her breist-knot. Hey, the bon-nle, ho. the bon-nie. Hey, the bon-niebreist-koots. 

hae a jo an' breist-knot. Hey, the bon-nie. ho, the bon-nie, Hey, the bon - nie breist-koots. 

braw an' bon - nie br'ist-knot. Hey, the bon-nie, ho, the bon-nie. Hey, the bon-niebrelst-knots. 

lo'e sae weel my breist-knot. Hey. the bon-nie, ho, the bon-nie. Hey, thebonniebreist^knots.Bi^Ui 
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Blythe an' mer-ry were 

Blythe an* mer-ry were 

Blythe an' mer-ry were 

Blythe an* mer-ry were 

sad and sair I part 



they a' When they put on 

they a' When they put on 

they a' When they put on 

they a' When they put on 

wl' ye That lo'e sae weel 



their breist-knots. 
their breist-knots. 
their breist-knots. 
their breist-knots. 
my breist-knots. 
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THE BRIEST-KN-QTS 

ANOTHER VERSION OF THE PRECEDING SONG 

The following is an abridged ▼ersion of a lengthy song which appeared in Johnson's Museum, originally in the broad Buchan 
dialect, written by an anonymous correspondent 

Breast-knots formed at one time an Important ornament of female attire. 

Mr. Sinclair the once famous vocalist was the first to bring this version of the song into public repute. 



Hey, the bonnie, how the bonnie, 
Hey the bonnie breist-knots ! 

Ti^ht and bonnie were they a* 
When they got on their breist-knots. 



There was a bridal in this town, 
And tiirt the lasses a' were bonn', 
Wr mankie facings on their gowns. 
And some o' them had their breist-knots. 
Hey the bonnie, etc. 



At nine o'clock the lads convene. 
Some clad in bine, some clad in green, 
Wi' glancin' bnckles in their shoon. 
And flow'rs upon their waistcoats. 
Hey the bonnie, etc. 

Forth cam' the wives, a' wi' a phrase, 
And wished lassie happy days ; 
And meikle thocht they o* her claes, 
And 'specially the breist-knots. 
Hey the bonnie, etc. 



Allegro. 



GAW TE BY ATHOL? 

OR, 

BONNIE PRINCE CHARLIE 



Music by Neil Gow 
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lad AVI* the phi - la- beg, Down by the Tura-mel, orbanks of the Gar- ry?Saw ye the lads wi* their 

my bnYeyouDg Don-aid, Bat if I had ten they should fol- low Glen-gar - ry; Health to MacDon- aid, and 

Ap-pln,andkneelto them,DownbyLordMur-ry and Roy o' Kil - dar - He, BraveMackin-tosh he shall 

down wi* the Whig -a-more,Loy - al trne Hlghlanders,down wi' them rare - ly ; Ron - aid and Don-ald,drive 
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1 ts f^n* white cockades L -aving their mountains to f ol-low Prince Cliar-lie? Fol- low thee,fol -low thee, 
la:itClan-Iion-ald, For these are the men that will die for their Char-lie. Fol- low thee, fol -low thee, 
to t]i3 field wr them ; They are the lads I can trust wr my Char-lie. Fol- low thee, fol -low thee. 
wV the braid claymore, O - ver the necks o* the foes o* Prince Char-lie. Fol- low thee,fol - low thee. 




wha wad-na fol- low thee? 



Lans: hast thon loe*d and 
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trust- ed us fair - ly ! Char - lie, Char - lie, 




BOI^NIE PRIKOE CHARLIE 

(CAM' YE BY ATHOL) 
ANOTHER VERSION 



Written In 1830, by David Vedder, Esq. 

1 Cam* j-e by Athol, Donald Macglllavry. 

Ken ye he's landed at Moidart, auld Carlie? 
Saw ye our mountain men marching b^^ thousands ten. 

Waving their broadswords and shouting for Charlie ? 
Follow thee? fly to thee? Who wadna die for thee. 

Lord of our bosom's love, bonnie Prince Charlie? 

2 There's rushing of clans to the chevalier's banner. 

Like floods from the mountains in torrents descending ; 
Their pennons are streaming, their broadswords are 
gleaming,— 

Huzza! the white rose wi' the heather is blending ! 
Follow thee? fly to thee? Who wadna die for thee. 

Lord of our bosom's love, bonnie Prince Charlie? 



3 Welcome as light, sweet flow'r, to the wilderness. 

Long hast thon bloom'd In a far foreign garden ; 
Bright eyes shall sun thee, and soft sighs shall fan 
thee. 

The evergreen thistle shall aye be thy warden. 
Follow thee? fly to thee? Who wadna die for thee, 

Lord of our bosom's love, bonnie Prince Charlie? 

4 We 'II rally around thee, true scion of royalty, 

Reckless of home and our kindred's undoing ; 
Prove with our good swords our faith and our loyalty. 

Soar in thy triumphs, or sink in thy ruin ! 
Follow thee? fly to thee? Who wadna die for thee. 

Lord of onr bosom' ^. Hve. bo'-ile Prince Charlie? 



iiOKNIE CHARLIE 
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Aiieqro vioderaio. 
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Allegro modenUo, 



1. Oh! dear - ly do I 

2. I ken the las - sies 
8. Oh I 11 - ka bless -Ing 
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love to rove a - monji: tBe fields of 
rae the day I sought the fields of 
on the Laird That owns the field of 
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Bar- ley ;'T was there that Char-Ue told his love, The 
Bar - ley ; And strive to win from me a - way The 
Bar - ley ! I ken I him a - lone re - gard, For 



^M 



-I — -• 



3: 



^^m 



w=^ 



J:=*: 



^-^ ^ ^ 



m 



1 \ I 



^m-. 



4^^ 



^^r 



^==s 



M 



~^ 



r:}sz 



*^5c 



J!!=t=^ 



i^c^fctn-^ 



1^ — tf 



l:^ir^.z=.fcr1»-|-g 



ia=*r=^fr 



blithe, the w:n8ome Ciiar- Ue.Then he so sued And he so woo*d, And marriage was his par -ley; What 

heart of winsome Char- lie. But ah ! how Tain I They can-na' gain, His heart by all their par - ley, And 

he is winsome Char- lie: The gen-tle youth With pur-esttrnth, So woos me late and ear - ly, I 




could I do but buck-le to, With bon-nie, bon- 
now they see He woos but me, — My bon-nle, bon- 
can't withstand To give my hand To bon-nle, bon- 



nie Char-lie? Oh! my bonnie, bon - nleboy,my 
nie Char- lie. Oh! my bonnie, bon • nieboy,my 
nie Char- lie. Oh! my bonnie, bon - nie boy, my 
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BONNIE BRAVE SCOTLAND* 

An — "BONNIB PBINCB CHABLIB" 



Moderato. 
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1. Where is the land which 

2. Deep in the heart of each 



i g^ii=p=H=^ i ' ^' {:3g"> 



^ 



3E 



^m 



•1 ■*"• ■•'•»■. 



^ 



:}: 



^ 



I 



Scot - land snr - pass - es. Or where are snch sonls as her chll - dren in - her - it? 
vas • sal and stran - ger Is ba - ried a love for the he - ro it sigh'd on. 
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Bright in the smile of whose lovers and lass • es Are beam-ing the lights of tbeir beanty and spir-it* 
Breathing the sto - ry which tells yon where diD - ger is, There is the spot which its i- dol had died oi. 
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Sigh for tlMe,iUe for thee, Wbowooldnotdie for tbea! Tell m wbtt MSt • em, west -en, or wbat lud. 
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Fame In, name In, ev • er was ntgh to thee. Pride of each highland heart, Bon-nte brave Scot-land I 
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• See same air to " Cam, ye by Atb^i •• ( nafcft i47^ 
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Andantt. 
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O WALT, VALY* 

J~3 J. 



Arranged by T. M. Mudie 
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1. wa - ly, wa - ly up the bank, And wa- ly, wa - ly down the brae. And wa - ly, wa - ly 

2. wa - ly, wa - ly,butlovebebonnie A lit - tie time while it is new; But when it's auld it 

3. Now Arthur's Seat shall be my bed. The sheets shall ne'er be press'dby me, St. Anton's Well shall 
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yon burnslde. Where I and my love wont to gae I 
wax-escanld. An' fades a-waylikethemor-nln'dew. 
be my drink, Since my true love has f or- sak- en me. 



I lean'dmybaok un-to an alk, I 

O wherefore should I bosk my held, Or 

Har - tin -mag wind, when wilt thou blaw. An' 
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thouchtit was a trus-ty tree; But first it bow'd,an' sjme it brak ; An' « sae did my true love tome. 

wherefore should I kame my hair ? For my true love has me f or-sook. An' says he'll nev - er love me mair. 

shake the green leaves aff the tree? O, gentle death, when wilt thou come ?Fer o' my life I'm wear - ie. 
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4 'Tls not the frost that freezes fell, 
Nor blawin' snaw's inclemencle ; 
'TIS not sic oauld that makes me cry : 

But my love's heart's grown cauld to m%. 
When we cam' in by Glasgow toun. 

We were a oomely sicht to see ; 
My love was clad in the black velvet. 
An' I mysel' in cramasie. 
* This deeply pathetic song is of undoubted antiquity ; but 



5 But had I wist, before I kiss'd, 
That love had been sae ill to win, 
I'd lock'd my heart in a case o' gold. 

An' pinn'd it wi' a siller pin. 
Oh ! oh I if my young babe were bom. 

An' set upon the nurse's knee, 
Au' I mysel' were dead an' gane. 
An' the green grass growin' over met 
nothing satisfactory can be told regardinfc its hlstorv. 



162 



THE FLOWERS OF THE FOREST 
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1. I've seen the smil - Ing of 

2. Tve seen the mom - ing with 
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For - tune l>e - fC^W - Ing," I've"" felt all her fa - vors, And found hor de-cay. 
gold the hills a- dorn - ing, And the dread tein>pest roar - ing Bs-fore part- ingday;Ive$ceD 
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Sweet was her bless - lug, 
Tweed's sll - ver streams, 



kind her ca - rcss-lng, But now it is fled. . . 
Glitt-rlngin the BUD-nybeam8,Growdrum -ly and dark As they 
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fled far a - way, 
roird on their way. 



I* ve seen the for - est a - dorn - ed the fore - most With 
O, flc - kle For - tune I why this cru - el sport- ing! O 
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•DHUghterof Rutherford of PafrnnH**. in Selkirkshire, and relict of Mr. Cockburn of Ormiston, wliose father was Ix>nl 
Justice Clerk of Scotland. She died at Edinbure:h in 1794. 

The Forest mentioned hi the sons Included the county of Selkirk, and was onoe a hunting-place of the Scottish Klnes. 



THE FLOWSRij OF THK FOREST 
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llow'rs of the fair - est, most pleas - ant and jtay ; So bon-ny was their blooming, Their 
why thus per-plex na poor sons . . of a day ! Thy frowns can - not fear me, Thy 
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scent the air per ^f am- In^, But now they are with - erd and weed • ed a- way. 

smiles can -not cheer me. For the flow rs of the for - est are with -erd a -way. 
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Jane IBlllot 



THE FLOWERS OF THE FOREST 



Another song, to the same air as the preceding. 



( The battle of Flodden forms the subject of the Tarses. As is well known, the conflict proyed fatal to James TV and the 
Scottish Army. According to some authorities the song is of the date of that calamitous event. Others state that it was 
written about the middle of the I8th century, by a lady in Roxburghshire, of the Minto family. At all eyents the first and 
loorth lines are ancient) 

1 I've heard the lilting at the ewe-milking, 
Lasses a' lilting before the dawn of day ; 
Bat now they are moaning on ilka green loaning, 
The flowers of the forest are a' wede away. 

9 At bachts in the morning nae blythe lads are scorning, 
The lasses are lonely, dowle and wae ; 
Kae dafflng, nae gabbing, bat sighing and sabblng; 
nk ane lifts her leglen, and hies her away. 

8 At e'en ia the gloamlag nae swankies are roaming, 
*Boot stacks wl* the lasses at bogle to play ; 
Bat Ilk ane sits dreary, lamenting her dearie — 
The flowers of the forest, wha *re a wede away. 

4 In har^st, at the shearing, nae yoankers are jeering; 

The bansters are lyrat, rankled and grey ; 
At fairs nor at preachin', nae wooing, nae fleechlng, 
Since oar braw foresters are a' wede away. 

5 Dool and wae for the order sent oar lads to the border; 

The English for ance by gnlle won the day ; 
The flowers o' the forest, that fonght aye the foremoilfe 
The prime of oar land, lie caald In the clay I 

• We 11 hear nae malr lilting at the ewe-milking, 
Oar women and bairns are heartless and wae; 
Sighing and moaning on Ilka green loaning, — 
The flowers of the forest are a* wede awa?. 
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Andante. 



1 LO^E 'NA. A LADDIE BUT ANE* 

Arranfired by A. Lawrle 







1. I lo'e na ci- lad-die but ane, He lo'es na a las-sle but me; He's will-l:r tomak'me his 

2. Let ith-er 4 brag weal o' their gear. Their land,and their lordly de - gree; I carc'-naforooghlbot ray 

3. '* Dear lassie," he cries, wl* a jeer, '^Ne'erheedwhattheaaldanes will say ; Though we've little to brag o'— ne'er 
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ain, And his aiii I am will- in' to be. . 

dear, For he's 11 - ka thing lord - ly to me. 
fear ; AVhat's gowd to a heart that is wae ! 



He CO ft me a roke - lay o* blue And a 
His words are sae sugar'd. sae sweet ! His sense 
Our laird has baith honours and wealth,' Yet sec 




pair o' mittens o' gr(?en ; He vow'd that he'd ev-er be true, And I plighted my troth yes-treen. 
drives ilk fear far a - wa'! I listen,poorfoolIandI greet ; Yethow sweet are the tears as they fa' ! 
howhe'sdwiningwi' care; Now we,tho* we've naething hot health. Are can-tie and lealev-er-mair. 
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4**0 Menle ! the heart that is true, 6 

Has something mair costly than gear; 
Ilk e'en It has naetblng to me, 

nk morn It has naething to fear. 
Ye warldllngs, gae hoard tip your store, 

And tremble for fear ought ye tyne, 
Onard your treasures wl' lock, bar, and door, 

True love Is the guardian o' mine." 

• There Is no doubt this melody Is merely an adaptation of the Irish 
The first verse of the song Is said to have been written by Rev. 
written by Hector TTacnell. 
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He ends wl' a kiss and a smile — 

Wae*s me, can I take it amiss ! 
My laddie's unpractised In galle, 

He's free aye to daut and to kiss ! 
Ye lasses who lo'e to torment 

Your wooers wl* fause scorn and strife, 
Play your pranks — I ha'e gl'en my consent, 

And this night I am Jamie's for life, 
air " My Lodging's on the Cold Ground." 
Mr. Clunie, of Borthwiek. The four other verses weif 



Robert Crawford. (Died 1732) 
ModenUo. 



DOUN THE BURN, DAVIE, LOVE* 

THE ORIGINAL. 
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1. When trees did bud and fields were green, And broora bloom'd fair to see; When 

2. Now Dav - le did each lad sur- pass That dwelt on. this burn -side, And 

3. As doun the burn they took their way, He told his ten - der tale, Where 
4. '^Tho' San - dy ca's me sweet and fair. And boasts his sheep and klne, In 
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Ma - ry was com - plete flf - teen. And love laiijs^h'd In 

Ma - ry was the bon - nl- est lass — Just meet to be 

all the op - *nlng sweets of May A - dorn*d the flow 

vain he seeks me late and air. My heart Is ou 



her 
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- 'ry 

- ly 



e*e; 
bride ; 
dale, 
thine ! ' 
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Blythe Dav - le's blinks her heart did 

Her cheeks were ros - ie, red and 

•*Not May in all her maid - en 

** Oh, rap - turous sounds ! my first, best 



move To speak her heart thus free — 
whlte,Her e*en were bon - nie blue; 
pride, Is half sae sweet as thee; 
love. Come take my plight - cd band ; 
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• Robert Crawford, author of *' Tweedside." contribnted this song to the " Tea Table MisceUany." Bobert Burns afterwards 
eondenaed the two last verses into one, as follows : 

As doun the bum they took their way, 

And through the flow'ry dale, 
Her cheek to his he aft dm lay. 

And love was aye the tale. 
With " Mary, when shall we return 

Sic' pleasure to renew?" 
Quoth Mary. " I^ve. I like the bum. 
And aye will follow you." 
As to the tune. Bums wrote that he had been informed that one David Maigh. a keeper of hounds for the laird of Riddell, in 
Tweed-dale, was the composer. Both tune and woni« >ipf»eare i aWci in tlie • Orpheus CHledouhis." in 1726. 
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doun the barn, Dar • ie, love, And I 

looks were like Aa • ro • ra bright, Her lips 
say thoalt be my ain dear bride ; Thou'rt a* 



shall fol - low 
like drop - ping 
the world to 



faith and troth 1*11 fond - ly prove In wed • lock's ho 



thee." 
dew. 
me." 
bandt* 
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1. As I went forth to view the plain, Up - on a mom - Ingear • ly, With 

2. Oh, wonld I were a shep - herd swain, To feed my flocks be -side thee. And 
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May*s sweet scent to cheer my brain. When flow'rs grew fresh and fair - ly, A 

gang with thee a • long the plain, At mat - in to a - bide thee. Such 
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ver-y pret-ty maid I spied, Who smiled so blithe 

nfr-tive sweetness she dis-played, Like flow - 'rs of 



and gay. 
the May, 
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ask'd her name; ** Kind sir/* she said, "My name is Ma - ry Gray.' 
an - a's self was ne'er ar - ray'd Like my sweet Ma - ry Gray. 
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bon - nie, bon - nie, Ma - ry Gray ! More rich and hap - py I coald be, . . . Than 
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he who does his 
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thou - sands see, With bon - nle Ma - ry Gray. 
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OH, NATTNIE,WILT THOU GANG WITH ME 



Thomas Percy. ( 1728 — 1811 ) (Bishop of Dromore ) 
ModeraU>. 
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1. O Nan - ny. Milt thou 

2. O Nan - ny, when thou st 

3. And when, at last, thy 
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gang with me, Nor M<^\i to leave the charm-ing town? Can si - lent glens hav.» 
far a - way. Wilt thou not cast a wish be - hind? Say canst thou face the 
love shall die, Wilt thou re-celve his part - ing breath? Wilt thou re - press each 
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charms for thee, 

flak - ey snow, 

Strug - gllng sigh, 



The low - ly cot 
Nor shrink be - fore 
And cheer with smiles 
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the warp 
the bid 
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gown? No 
wind? Oh! 
death? And 
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long - er drest in silk - en sheen,No long - er deckM with Jew - els rare, 

can that soft and gen • tie mien, Sd • ver - est hard - ships learn to bear? 

wilt thou, o*er this much-lov'd clay,Strew flow'rs, and drop the ten - der tear, 
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Say, canst thou quit the bus - y scene, Where thon -wert fair • est 

Nor sad re - gret each court - ly scene, Where then wert fair • est 

Nor then re • gret those scenes so gay, Where thou ^wert fair • est 
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of the fair? 



Say, canst thou quit 
Nor sad re • gret 
Nor then re - gret 



the bus - y 
each court • ly 
those scenes so 



scene. Where 
scene, Where 
gay, Where 
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DINNA FORGET' 



Jolnlmlab.* (17&&-1846) 
anlino. 
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DiQ-na for -get! lad-die, din-na for-gett Ne'er make me rue that we ev-er have met; 
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We part, and it may be we meet nev-er mair ;Tet my 
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•John Imlali was one of Scotland's best patriotic song-writers. He was bom in North Aberdeen, Not. ift, ITW. On 
oompletiiig an ordinary education he was apprenticed to a pianoforte-maker in Aberdeen. Excelling as a piano-tnner he 
eTentnally became connected with the firm of Broadwood, In London. In 1827 he published a volume of lyrics, chiefly in the 
Bcottifth dialect, entitled "May Flowers.** and in 1841, "Poems and Songs.*' He was also a confiibntor to the Kdinlntrv'^ 
W4teraru Jounwt. and M'-clewi's *' National Melodies.'* He dlwl in Jamaioa. .r^nipM-v oh^ i«»n 
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heart as in Hope, will be trne ia des-patr; And the sigh of re - mem-brance, the 
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tear of re- gret, For thee will be fre-quent; thea din - na for - get! 
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When the star o* the gloam- in Is beam-ing above,Thlnk how 



oft it hath lighted the tryst of our love ; O ! deem It an an-gel's ee Heaven hath set To 
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watch thee, to warn thee; saedln-na for- get! 
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DOtJN THE BURN, DAVIE LOVE 

SECOND 
The Air, Adaptation and Additional liinea Anonjrmoos 







trees did bnd, and flelds were green, And broom bloom*d fair to see. When 

Da - vie did each lad snr - pass. That dwelt on this bum - side, And 

cheeks were ro - sy red and white. Her e'en was t>on - nie blue. Her 

fate had dealt to him a routh, Straight to the kirk he led her; There 
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Ma - ry was com - plete flf - teea And love laugh*d in her e*e. 

Ma - ry was the bon • nlestlass — Just meet to be a bride, 

looks were like Aa - ro - ra bright, Her lips like drop- ping dew. 

plight-ed her his faith and truth, And a bon * nie bride he made her. 
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1, 2, 3. Blithe Da- vie*s 1)1 inks ht'r heart did move. To speak her mind tlius free, "Gans; 
4. No more a - sham'd to own her love. Or speak her mind thus free, •'Gang 
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Uouu the burn, Dav - le, love, doun the bum, Dav - ie,love, Douii the bara,Day - ie, love, and 
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I -will fol - low thee. Doun the burn, Dav - ie, love, doun the burn, Dav - ie, love. 
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Doun the bum, Dav - ie, love,Gang down the bum, Dav-le, love. And I will fol -low thee. 
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THE SPINNING-WHEEL 
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1. As I sat at my spin-ningwheel, A bon - nle lad- die he passed by; As 

2. My snow-white hands he did ex - tol, He prals*d my fin - gers neat and small; Mv 
8. He sald,**Lay by your rock, your reel, Your win -'Ings and your spiu-ning-wheel ;** He 
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THE SPINNING WHEEL 
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I sat at my t»pin - ning wheel, A bon - nie lad - die he passed by, I turn'd me round and 
800W - white hands he did ex-tol, He praised my fin - {i^ers neat and small ; He said there was nae 
said, lay by yonr roclt, your reel, Your win - Mngs and your spinning-wheel ; He bade me lay them 
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vlew'd him weel, For ohT he had a plan - cin* e'e. My pant-ing heart be - gan to feel. But 
la - dy fair, That ance wl' me he ooold compare; His words in -to my heart did steal, But 
a' a - side, And come and be his bon - nie bride; And oh! I Hlced his words sae weel, I 
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aye I turn'd my spin - ning wheel, ! . . My pant-in «: heart be -gan to 

aye I turn d my spin - ning wheel, His words in - to my heart did 

laid a- side my spin - ning wheel .And oh I I lilted his words sae 




feel, 
steal, 
weel, 



But aye I turned my spin - ning wheel. 
But aye I turn'd my spin - ning wheel. 
I laid a - side my spin - ning wheel. 



L(ist time only. 
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1. There was a jol - ly beg -gar, and a 

2. He wad nelth-er lie In barn nor 

8. The beg - gar's bed was made at e*en, wl' 

4. Up rose the gnde-man's doch - ter, and 
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beg-jfin* he was boun*, And he took up his qnar - ters In - to a land-wart toun. And we'll 

yet wad he in byre, But in a - hintthe ha' door, or else a - fore the lire. And we'll 

^nd3 clean slraw an' hay ; And in a -hintthe ha' door, and there the beg -gar lay. And we'll 

for to bar the door, And there she saw the beg - gar, stand-in' I' the floor. And well 
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gang nae mair a rov - in', Sae late un - to the night, And we'll gang nae mair a rov - iu',Let the 
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moon shine ne'er sae bright, And we'll gang nae mair a rov - in'. 
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5 He took a horn f rae his side, 

And blew baith loud and shrill; 
And four and twenty beltit knights 
Cam' skippln' o'er the hill. 
And we'll, etc. 



6 Then out he took his little knife, 
Loot a' his duddles fa' ; 
And he stood forth, a gentleman, 
The bravest o' them a'. 
And well, etc. 



• The authorship of this song is ascribed to King James V, of Scotland, about the year 1634. The King died, Deo. 14th, 1642, 
MMl thirty-one. " 
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BONNIE BESSIE GRAY 



O. JefMes 
Moderato, 



O. W. Glover 
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will - some lass, a bon- ny lass was she, 
hap - py land, I whis-per'd to my - sel, 



As ev -er cUiiib'd tha tnoun-tain side. Or 
Where sic like lass - es throw tlieir smiles On 
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tripp'd a - boon the lea; She wore nae golu, nae jew- els bright. Nor silk, nor sat - in 
ev - 'ry hill and dell; Who will may iso to far- off shores, Whose wa - t'T-* run with 
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that a Queen might well be proud to wear ; I 

hap- py there, Tho* all be true I'm told; They've 
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could na help a glance or two. And as she turned a -way, 
not the blink of bon- nie eyes To light them on their way — 
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Give them their gold, give 
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the cheek Of bon-uie Bes-sie Gray; 
the smiles Of bon-nle Bes-sle Gray; etc 



Bon-ni3 B^s- sle, bon-nle Best- sie, 
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bon -nle B^s - sle Gray. 
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HAIL TO THE CHIEF* 



Sir Walter Scott. 1771-1832. 
In marching time. 



James Sanderson 
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1. Hall to the chief, who In trl - 

2. Ours Is no sap -pllnji^, chance- blown 
8. Row, vaa - sals, row for the pride 



um.)li ad - vane - es, 
by the foun - tain, 
of the High -lands! 
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Hon - or'd and b1e8t bo the ev - er - green pine ; Lon^ may the tree In his 

Bloom- Ing at Bel - tane, in win .- ter to fade ; When the whirl-wind has stripped ev - 'ry 

Stretch to your oars for the ev - er • green pine ; Oh, that the rose - bnd that 
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ban • ner that glanc \- es. Flour - ish, the shelt - er and grace of our line. 

leaf on the monn - tain. The more shall Clan- Al - pine ex - alt in her shade, 

grac • es your is - lands Were wreath'd in a gar - land, a -round him to twine I 



M 



^ 



m 



^ 



-^L* ft ^- 



^itC 



It 



» ' ^ 

• The verses first api^eared in the great author'^ poem. " The Ladv of the Lake. " 
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Hail to the chief who in tri - umph ad - vane - es, Hon - or'd and blest be the 
Ours is no sap - ling chance - sown by the foun - tain, Bloom - ing at Bel - tane in 
Row, vas-sals,row for the pride of the High - lands I Stretch to your oars for the 
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ev - er -green pine ; 
win -ter to fade ; 
ev - er -green pine ; 



Long may the tree In his ban - ner that glanc - es. 
When the whirl - wind has stripp'd ev - 'ry leaf on the monn - tain The 
Oh, that the rose -bud that grac -es your is -lands. Were 
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shall Clan - Alp 
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land, a - round 
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of our line. Heavn send it hap - py dew, 

in her shade. Moor'd in the rift- ed rock, 
him to twine. O I that seed - ling gem. 
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Earth lend it sap a - new, Gai - ly to bour-geon and broad - ly to grow. 
Proof to the tempest's shociL, Firm - er he roots him the rud - er it blows ; 
Worth - y such no - ble stem, Hon - or'd and blest in their shad - ow might grow. 
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While 
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ev - ry highland glen, Sends our shout back a - gain, 
■ teith and Breadalbane,Then ech-o his praise a - gain, 
should Cian-Aiplne then Ring from her deep-most glen, 



Rod-er-iclc Vich Al - pinedhu, 
Rod - er - ick Vich Al - pine dhn, 
Rod - er - Ick Vich A I - pine dhu, 
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Air— -LORD MOIRA'S WELCOME TO SCOTLAND" 
Robert TannahlU. (1774 — 1810) Music by R. A. Smith. Arranged by A. Lawrie 
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1. London's bon-nie woods and braes, I maun leave them a' las - sie ; Who can thole when Britain's f aes 

2. Hark I the swelling bu -gle rings. Yield-ingjoy to thee, lad- die; But the dole- fu' bu-glebrinss 
a Oh, re - sume thy wont- ed smile. Oh, sup-press thy fears, las- sie; Glo-rious hon-our crowns the toil 
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Would gi'e 
Waefu' 
That the 



Brit-ons law, las-sie ? Wha would shun the field o* dan-ger ? Wha to fame would live a stran-ger ? 

thochtsto me, lad-die. Lane-ly I mayclimbthe mountain. Lanely stray be-side the fountain, 

sol-dier shares, las-sie. Heav*n will shield thy faithfu*lov-er Till the venge-ful strife is o - ver; 
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Nowwhen Freedom bids Spvenge her.Wha would shun her ca', las-sie? Loudon's bonnle woods and brae8.Ha'e 
Still thewea-ry moments counting, Far frae love and thee, lad-die, O'er the go- ry fields o' war. Where 
Then we'll meet,naemair to sev - er, Till the day we dee, las-sie, Midst our bonnie woods and braes. We'll 
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seen our hap - py bri • dal days. And gentle hope shall soothe thy waes,When I am far a • wa% las-sie. 
Vengeance drives his crimson car,ThouTt may-be fa* frae me a -far. And nane to close thy e'e, lad-die. 
spend our peace-fu' hap -py days, Asblythe's yon liohtsome lamb that plays On Loudon's flow'ry Iea,las-sie. 




• Loudon Castle, in Ayrshire, is the luxuriant locality here celebrated. The Earl of Moira. afterwards Marquis of HastingH. 
was Commander in-chief of the forces in Scotland. His fordiihip was married tn 1804 to Flora Mulr Campbell. Countess of Lou- 
don in her own right; and this song is supposed to depict the parting of the soldier and his young bride. No sons was more 
popular during that war: and it is still a favorite 
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THE MAOGREGORS' GATHERING' 



sir Walter Scott. (1771-1882) 
Allegretto, 
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name-less by day; Our si 



ag - nal for fi^ht, which from mon-archs w( 



we drew, Must be 
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heard bat by night in oar venge - fnl hal - loo. Then hal- loo, hal-loo, hal - loo, Greg-a-lach. 
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If they rob us of name, and pnr- sue us with bea-gles. Give their 
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roofs to the flame, and their flesh 
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Then gath - er, gath - er. 
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While there's leaf on the for- est or 



gath-er, 



Gath-er, gath-er, gath - er, 
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•Written for '* Albyn'i Anthology," in 1816; adapted to a very wild old " gathering'* tune used by the Maegregors. The 
wrere treatment of this elan, their outlawry, and the very proscription of their name, are alluded to in the song. 
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Glen - or - chy's proud mountain, CaUchnIrn and her tow-ers, Glen-strae and Glen - ly - on, no 
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Land - less, land - less, land 
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hal - loo, hal • loo. 
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BONNIE DUNDEE* 



Sir Walter Scott. (1771-1832) 



Oompoeer Anonymous 








1 . To the Lords of coo-veo-tioo'twas Cleaverbouse spoke,Ere the King's crowngn dowa.thereare crowns to bebroke,So 
2. There are hills beyond Pentland and streams beyond Forth. If there's T^ords in the Southland there's Chiefs in the North, There are 

3. Dun - dee he Is inonnt-ed,he rides op the street, The bells are rangbackward,the drams they are beat. Bat the 

4. Then a -way to the hills, to the lea. to the rocks, Ere I own a n -sarp-er. I'll coach with the fox; And 
Spirited^ but not tqofoM. 
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eachcav-a - lierwholoveshon-orand me, L'^thlmfol-low the bonnet of Bonnie Dundee. Come 

wild Duinne-wassals three thousand times tbree.Will cry 'Hey for the bonnets of Bonnie Dundee." Come 

Pro-vost.doace man, said, *sTast e'en let It be, Tlie town is weelqulto' that dell of Dundee." Come 

tremble, false whigs,tho' tri - umphant ye be. You have not seen the last. of my bonnet and me ; Come 
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fill up my cup,come fill up my can, Come saddle my hors-es and call up my men.Come o- pen the West Port and 
fill up my cup,comeflll up my can, Come saddle my hors-es and call up my men,Fling all your gates o - pen, and 
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let me ga? free. And it's room for the bonnets of Bonnie Dundee, 
let me gae free. For 'tis up with the bonnets of Bonnie Dundee. 




P~F 



H? 



^ 



mf ores, f 

— I ^ — I h^ t-— » ■ 



dzi&titt 



-■^-n^- 



^^^^ 



• This is a comparatiyely modern tuna. The old air called " Bonnie Dundee " will be found In the song " Mary of Ca8tl« 
Gary," the words of which were written by Hector Macniel. ( See song and note, page eo.) 

(See also ** The Cambells are coming," page 105. The words of the song above given are often sung to that tune.) 
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A HIGHLAI^D LAD MY LOVE WAS BOEN^ * 



i 



Robert Burns. (1769-1796) 
Allegretto. 



OR 

JOHN HIGHLANDMAN 
Air — »»THE WHITE COCKADE' 



Arranflred by Bishop 
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1. A high - land lad my love \ra8 born, The low - land laws he held in scorn; But h? 

2. We ran - ged a' from Tweed to Spey, And liv'd lllte lords and la - dies gaj^; For a 

3. But oh! thej catch -ed him at last. And bound him in a dun-geon fast: My 
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Btill was faith - f ul to his clan, My gal - lant braw John High -land - man. 

low - land face ... he fear'd nane, My gal - lant braw Jobn High - land - man. 

carse up - on them, ev - *ry one. They've hangVlmy braw John High -land - man. 




^»^^ 



::«^ 



:Mi: 



? 



m 



¥w 



m 



a&ic 



S 



^=Ea 



■i h 



3t2! 



With his phi - la -beg and tar- tan plaid, And gude clay-more down by his side. The 
They ban - ish d him be - yond the sea. But ere the bud was on the tree, A - 
And now a wid- ow, I must mourn De-part-ed Joys, that ne'er re- turn; No 
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• This song first appeared in Burns* " Jolly Beggars," 1785. It is the ** Raucle Carllne's Song '* in that cantata, and is somr 
adapted to the old air. " O an* ye were dead, guidman.'' 
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A HIOHLAKD LAD, ilfX LOVE WAS BORN 
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la - dies' hearts he did tre - pan. My gal - lant braw John High- land - man. 
down my cheeks the pearls ran, Em - brae - ing my John High-land- man. 

com- fort bnt a heart -y can When I think on John High- land - man. 
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Sing hey for braw John High- land- man. Sing ho for braw John High - land-man ! There's 
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not a lad in a' the Ian' Was match for our John High -land - man I 
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ANNIE O' THE BANKS O' DEE 
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Mrs. Crawford 
Moderaio. 
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ANNIE, O' THE BANKS O' DEE 
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1. It may not be, it oan-not be. That such a gem was made for me: Bat 

2. 1 love her for her art-less truth, I love her wi' the heart o' youth, When 




a' thegold-eu bearas o' love, Br Lng winged an - gels from a- bove: A ato- len glance imm 
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gem had thrown Bright lus-tre round a jewe1l*d crown ; For oh ! the sweet-est lass to me. Is 
An • nie,snares My heart a • way from all its cares ; For oh ! the sweet-est lass to me, Is 
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An-nie— An-nieo' the banks o' Dee, An-nie o* the banks o' Dee, . . 



An-nie, o' the banks o' 
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For oh I the sweetest lass to me, Is An-nie, o' the banks o' Dee. 
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MT LOYE, SHE'S BUT A LASSIE YET* 
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LADY BADINSCOTH'S REEL" 
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James Hoff ff . ( 1726 — 1838 ) 



Arranged by CoUn CkM 
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love she's but a las - sie yet, A light - some, love - ly las - sle yet ; It 
nel - ther proud nor saa - cy yet, She 's nel - ther plump nor gan - cy yet ; But 
Jeal - ous o' what bless - es her, The ver - y breeze that kiss - es her. The 
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scarce wad do 'ro sit and woo Down by the stream sae glass - v yet. 

Just a jink - In', Bon - nle blink - in', Hll - ty, skil - ty las - sie yet. 

flow r - y beds On which she treads, Tho wae for ane that miss - es her. 
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But there's a braw time com - in' yet When we may gang a -roam -in' yet; An' 
But, oh, her art - less smile's malr sweet Than hin - ny, or than mar-ma-lete; An* 
Then, oh, to meet my las -sis yet Up In yon glen sae grass -y yet; For 
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* Bums' song, " O Wert Thou in the Gauld Blast," was first sung to this melody. Another set of words, of coarse seotlment; 
•re sometimes used to the tune. ( See following.) 
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MY LOVE, SHE'S BUT A LASSIE YET. 
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hint "wl* glee o' joys to be When fa's the mod - est gloam-in' 

' "^ right or Mrrang, ere" it be lang, I'll bring her to a par - ley 

all I see are nought to me, Save her that's bnt a las - sie 



yet. 
yet. 
yet. 
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MY LOVE, SHE'S BUT A LASSIE YET 



I My love she 's but a lassie yet; 
My love she's but a lassie yet ; 
I'll let her stand a year or twa; 
She 11 no behalf sae saucy yet. 



ANOTHER VERSION 

8 Come, draw a drap o' the best o't yet, 
^ Come draw a drap o' the best o't yet, 

Gae seek for pleasure where ye will- 
But here I never missed It yet. 



2 I rue the day I sought her, O ; 
I rue the day I sought her, O ; 
Wha gets her needna say he 's woo'd, 
But he may say he's bought her, O. 



4 We 're a' dry wi' drlnkln' o't ; 
We 're a' dry wl' drinkin o't ; 
The minister kissed the fiddler's wif«, 
And couldna preach for thinkin' o't. 



WHA'LL BE KI»"G BUT CHARLIE? 

LodyNaime. (1766-1845) Arranged by H. B. Dlbdin 
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lie, Hae 
Ha'e de 



news frae Mold - art cam' yes - treen, Will soon gar mon - y fer 
high - land clans wl' sword in hand, Frae John o' Groats to Air « 
low - lands a', balth great an' sma*, Wi* mo - nya lord an laird, 
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ships o' war ha'e just come in And land - ed Roy - al Char - lie I 

to a man de - clar'd to stan', Or fa' wi' Boy - al Char - lie! 

clar'd for Sco - tla's king an' law, And spelr ye wha but Char - lie I 
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WHA 'LL BE KINO BUT CHARUE7 
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Come thro' the heath - er, a - round him gath - er, Ye're a' the wel - come - er 
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ly ; A - roand him cling, wr a* yonr kin, For wha*ll be King but 
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Char - lie? Come thro* the heath-er, a - round him gath- er; Come, Ron- aid, come Don-aid, come. 
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a* the-geth-er, And crown him right - fu*, law * f u* King; For wha'll be King bnt Char-lie? 
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4 There's ne'er a lass In a* the Ian*, 

But vows baith late an' early, 
Shell ne'er to man gi'e heart or hand, 
Wha wadna fecht for Charlie. 
Come through the heather, etc. 

5 Then here s a health to Charlie's cause, 

An* be't complete an' early, 
His very name our heart's blood warms '- 
To arms for Royal Charlie I 
Come through the heather, etc. 



LASSIE WV THE LINT- WHITE LOOKS 

Air — »* ROTHMURCHE'S RANT " 
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Robert BurnB. (1769-1796) 
Moderato, 
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1. Lds - sle'wi' the lint-white locks.Bon- nle las • sle.art -less las- sie; Wilt tboa wi' me tent the flocks, 
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Wllt thou be my dear 
Wilt thou be my dear 
Wilt thou be my dear • 
Wilt thou be my dear • 
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ie, O? Now na-ture deads tbe flow - 'ry lea. And a* is youog and sweet like tbee ; O 
ie, 0?2. And when the wel - come simmer-shower, Hiu cheer*d ilk drooping lit-tle flow*r We*ll 
le, 0?8. When Cynthia lights, wl* sil - ver ray, The wea-ry shear-er*s hameward way ; Thro' 
ie, 0?4.And when the howl-lng win-try blast Dis - turbs my las-sie's midnight rest ; En - 
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wilt thou share its Joys wl' me? And say thou'lt be my dear - ie, O ! Las - sle wi* the lint-white locks, 

to the breathing woodbine bower, At sul - (ry noon, my dear - Ie, O! Las- sic wl' the lint- white locks, 

yel - low wav-ing flelds we*ll stray. And talk o* love,my dear - ie, O ! Las - sie wi* the lint-white locks, 

clas;>-ed to my faith-fu* breast, I'll com-fort thee,my dear - ie, O I Las - sie wi* the lint-white locks, 
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Bon - nie las - sie, art - less las - sie. Wilt thou wi' me tent the flocks? Wilt thoo be my dear - ie, O? 
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Bobert Bums 
J* AllegreUo. 



CORN EIGS* 

OR 

IT WAS UPON A LAMMAS NIGHT 



Arranged by T. Lawrie 
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1. It was up -on a Lam - mas night. When corn rlj^s are bon - nie, O, Be-neath the moou*s on - 

2. The sky -vvasblae.the wind was still, The moon was shin- inf; clearly.O ; I set her down wi* 
8. I locked her in my fond embrace! Her heart was beat- in^ rarely, O! My blessings on that 
4. I hae been blithe wi' comrades dear; I hae been mer -ry drinkin\0; I hae been Joy - fu' 
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clond-ed llj?ht, I held a- wa* to An - nie, O; The time flew by wi* ten tless heed, Till 

rlghtRoodwilUA - mansr the rijfs o' bar - ley, O: I ken't her lieartwas a' my ain; I 

hap - py place, A - raang the rigs o' bar - ley, O ! Bnt by the moon and stars so bright,That 

gath'-rln* gear, I hae been hap-py think - in', O ; But a' the pleas-ure e'er I saw, The* 
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'tween the late and ear - ly, O, Wi* sma' per - sna-sion she a - greed To see me thro' the 

loved her most sin -cere- ly, O; I kiss'd her ower and ower a -gain. A- mang the rigs o' 

shone that hour so clear-ly, O! She aye shall bless that hap-py night. A- mang the rigs o' 

three times doubled fair- ly, O, That hap - py night was worth them a' A - mang the rigs o' 
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• This long lint appeared with words hy Allan Bamsay. (See 2d Version.) These Terses of Bums, however, ara now 
generally inng to the tune. He wrote them before he was twenty-three years of age. and was especially fond of the In^t i 
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ne'er for - get that hap py night, A - mang the rigs wi' An - nie, O. 
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CORK" EIGGS 



1 My Patie is a love gay, 

His mind is never muddy. 
His breath is sweeter than new hay, 

His face is fair and ruddy. 
His shape is handsome, middle size, 

He 's stately in his wallcing; 
The shining of his een surprise ; 

'T is heaven to hear him talking. 



By Allan Ramsay 

2 Last night I met him on a bawlc, 

Where yellow corn was growing ; 
There mony a Icindly word he spake. 

That set my heart aglowing. 
He kissed, and vowed he would be mine, 

And lo'ed me beat of ony. 
That gars me like to sing sinsyne, 

«* O corn riggs are bonny." 



QUEEN" MART^S ESCAPE 

HIGHLAND BOAT AIR 



Robert AUan.* (1774-1841) 
AllegreUo, 
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• Robert Allan was the son of a flax-dresser in Kilbarchan. He inherited a talent for music and song-writing, and was en- 
couraged In his efforts by Tannahill and Smith. He contributed to the ** Scottish Minstrel." In his old age he entertained 
extreme political opinions, became dissatisfied with Scotland, and finally came to this country. He died in New York* 
Jane 1st, 1841. 
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QUEEN MAKY'S ESCAFK 




^^^Tjl^l^JiJ g S^^Pl?^^ 



1. Pat off, Put off, and row with 8peed,For now is the time and the hoar of need. To 

2. Those ponderous keysf shall the kel - pies keep, And lodge in their caverns so dark and deep ; Kor 
8. Hark I the a - la-rum bell now has rung; The war- der*s voice has trea - son sung. The 
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oars, to oars, and trim the bark. Nor Scot - land's queen be a war - der'smark. 
shall Loch -lev - en's tow'r or hall. Hold thee, our love - ly La-dy, in thrall; 
ech - oes to the fal-co - net's roar. Chime sweet - ly to the dash - ing shore. 
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Yon light that plays round the cas - tie's moat, Is on - ly the war- den's ran - dom shot. Put 
Or be the haunts of tral - tors sold, While [Scot-land has hands and hearts so bold. Then 
Lot tow'r and hall, and battle-ment^leam,We steer by the light of the ta- per's beam;For 





off, put off, and row with speed. For now is the time and the hour of need, 

on - ward, steers - man, row with speed, For now is the time and the honr of need. 
Scot-land and Ma - ry, on with speed, For now is the time and the hour of need. 




The keys alluded to were found, In modem time, by some fishermen, and are now in the possession of a Klnross-ahlro 



FLOW GENTLY, SWEET AFTON * 
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B6bert Bums. ( 1769 — 1796 ) 
^ Andante 



J. B. SpUznan 
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1. Flow gen-tly, sweet Af-tou, a-mong thy green bnes ; Flow gentlyjll sing thee a song in thy praise: My 

2. Thy crystal stream, Af-ton.how love-ly it glides And winds by the oot where my Mar ry re-side.s ; There, 
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Ma - ry's a - sleep by thy murmnr-ing stream ; Flow gen-tly, sweet Af - ton, dis-turb not her dream. Thoa 
oft as mild evening weeps o - ver the lea, Thy sweet-scent - ed groves shade my Ma - ry and me. Flow 
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dove, whose soft ech - o resounds from the hill, Thon green-crest-ed lap-wing, with noLse loud and 
gen - tly,sweet Af - ton, a - mong thy green braes ; Flow gen-tly,sweet riv - er, the theme of ray 
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shrill. Ye wild whistling warblers,yoDr mu-sic for- bear ; I charge you disturb not the slumber-lng fair 
lays ;'My Ma-ry's a - sleep by thy murmuring stream ;Flow gently,8weet Af-ton,disturb not her dream. 




• Bee also "Afton Water.*' 
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AFTON WATF.R* 



BolMrt Burns. ( 1750 - 1706 ) 
Lenlo, 



Arranged hj G. F. Graham 




X X 



S 



:^^j 



^ 



1. Flow gen - tly, sweet 

2. Thou stock - dove, whose 
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Af- tonf a - mongthy green braes. Flow gen -tly, I'll sing thee a song in thy praise: 
eoh - o re -sounds thro' the glen, Ye wild whistling blackbirds, in yon flow-'ry den. 
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lly Ma - ry'8 a - sleep by thy mnr-mur - tng stream; Flow gen- tly, sweet 
Thon 'green - crest - ed lap - wing, thy screaming for - bear, I charge yoo, dis - 




jS- ^--z5i^=5rjS 



li^^^zt:-- 



€i:.-*^^±st. 



m 



Af - ton, dis - turb not her dream, 
turb not my slum - ber - iug fair. 
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3 How lofty, sweet Afton, thy neighboring hills. 
Far mark'd with the courses of clear-winding rills ; 
There daily I wander, as morn rises high. 

My flocks and my Mary's sweet cot in my eye. 

4 How pleasant thy banks and green valleys below 
Where wild in the woodlands the primroses blow 
There oft, as mild evening creeps o'er the lea. 
The sweet-scented birk shades my Mary and me. 
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5 Thy crystal stream, Afton, how lovely it glides 
And winds by the cot where my Mary resides ; 
TIow wanton thy waters her snowy feet lave. 

As gath*ring sweet flow'rets, she stems thy clear wave' 

6 Flow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green braes! 
Flow gently, sweet river, the theme of my lays : 
My Mary's asleep by thy murmuring stream ; 
Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream. 



• See also " Flow Gently, Sweet Afton.'* 

t Afton Water Is a small stream in Ayrshire, on the bunks of which stands Afton Lodge. 
Burns' biographers disagree as to whom this song wae dedicated 



185 



THE TEAR THAT'S AW A' 

JolmDunlop. (1760— 1820) 



ModercUo, 
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1. Here *H to the year that 's a > waM . . Wa*ll drink It In strong and in sraa'; . And 

2. Here '8 to the sodg- er who bled, . . And the sai - lor who brave-ly did fa*; . . Their 

3. Here *9 to the friends we can trust . . When the storms of ad - ver - si - ty blaw, . May tliey 
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here's to illc bon- nie yoang las -sie we lo'ed, While swift flew the year that *s a - wa' ; . And 
fame is a - live, tho* their splr-its are fled Onthewiogsof the year that *8 a - wa* ; . Their 
live In our song,and be near -est our hearts,Nor depart like the year that *s a - wa* ; . May they 
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here 's to ilk bon- nie young las - sie we loe'd, While swift flew the year that *s a - wa*. 

fame is a -live, tho* their spir-its are fled On the wings of the year that *s a - wa*. 

live in our song, and be near- est our hearts, Nor de-part like the year that *s a- wa*. 
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Wllllaxn aUfiUan 
Allegretto 



THE BEAES ABOON BONAW 

Arrangred by J. T. Surenne 
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wilt thou go, my bon - nie las-sie, WtU thou go, mj braw las - sie, 
•"Yes, I'll go, my bon - nIe lad-die, Yes, I'll go, my braw lad -die. 
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Wilt thon ffo, say ay or no, To the braes a - boon Bo - naw, las - sle? 
Joy and care wl ' thee I 'U share, 'Maag the bra***< a - boon Bo - naw, lad - die. 
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1. Tho' Don -aid has nae mick - le f raise, Wr Law- land speeches 

2. When slm - mer days deed a* the braes Wi' blos8om*d broom sae 
8. I'll hunt the roe, the hart, the doe, The ptar - mi - f^an sae 
4. For trout and par, wl' can - ny care, I 'II wi - ley skim the 



fine, las - sie, What 

fine, las - sie. At 

shy, las - sie, For 

flee, las - sle, Wi* 
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he 'II - im part comes f rae the heart, Sae let it be frae thine, 

milk - ing sheel, we'll join the reel, My flocks shall a* be thine, 

dack and drake. III beat the brake, Nae want shall thee come nigh, 

sic - like cheer I'll please my dear. Then come a - wa' wi' me, 
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las - sle. 

las - sie. 
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•After the last Terse, repeat the first part, to the words, " Tes, I 'U go, " etc 
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OOME O^ER THE STREAM, CHARLIE- 

Am.— *• MCLEAN'S WELCOME " 
James HosTST. (1725-1838) 
Allegro nioderalo. 




Come o'er the 8tream,Charlie,dear, Cliar-Iie,bra?eChar-Iie.Come o'er the stre&m,Char-lle,and dine with McLe&n; And 
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though you be wea- ry we'll make your heart cheery, And welcome our Charlie, and his loy - al train. I . We'll 

2. And 

3. If 
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bringdown the red deer, we'll bring down the black 9teer,The lamb from the breckan,aud doe from the larlen ; The 
yon shall drink free- ly the dews of Glen Sheerly ,That stream In the starllffht,when kings din- na ken ; And 
anghtwlll In-vite you, or more will delight you,'T is read -y— a troop of our bold Hlghlandmen Shall 
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Halt sea we'll har - ry, and bring to our Char- lie The cream from the bo - thy, and curd from the pen. 
dsep beyonrmeedof the wine that Is red. To drink to your sire and his friend the McLean, 
range on the heath-er,wiih bon-net and feath-er. Strong arms and broad claymores three hun-dredandten. 
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• The anther said: " I versifled this sonK at Meggernle Castle In Glen Lyon, from a scrap of prose said to be the translation, 
▼erbatim, of a Gaelic song; and set it to a Gaelic air snog by one of the sweetest singers and most accompliiihed and angelic 
beings of the human race. But. alas ! earthly happiness is not always the lot of those who. in our erring estimation, most deserre 
tt. She Is now no more ; and many a strain have I poured to her memorv '* 
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Charles Gray. (1782-1851) 
Andanie. J = 76. 



O CHARLIE IS MY DARLING 

Arranflred hy O. F. Oral 
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dar -ling, my dar- ling; O Char- He Is my dar- ling, The young Chev - a- Her! 
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1. When first his steD-daid caught the eye, His pibroch met the ear, Ourheartswerelight.ourhopeswerehigh.Forthe 

2. Then plaid-ed chiefs cam' frae a -far. Girt In their fighting geir; They no-bly drew theirswords for war.And the 
8. But they who trust in For- time's smile Ha'e mel-kle canse to fear; Sheblin-lcetblythe.bntto be-gnile Thetr 
4. Wae on Cul- loden's blood -y fleldiDarksoorceo' monya tear;There Albyn lost her 8wordsndshieId,And her 
6. Now ScotlandV'Flow'rssrewede away;" Her mountain Pines are sere; The Roy- al Oak isgane for aye — Onr 
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young chev - a-lier! 

young chev - a-lier I 

young chev - a-lier I 

young chev - a -Her I 

young chev - a -Her! 



O Char- lie is my dar - ling, My dar - ling, 

O Char- He is my dar - ling. My dar - Hng» 

O Char - He is my dar - ling, My dar - ling, 

O Char - He is my dar - ling, My dar - ling, 

O Char - He is my dar - ling, My dar - ling, 



my dar - ling, 
my dar - ling, 
my dar - ling, 
my dar - ling, 
my dar - ling, 
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Char - lie is my dar - ling, The youog Cbev • a • lier t 
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O CHARLIE IS MY DARLmG 

ANOTHER VERSION* 



1 'Twas on a Monday morning, 

Right early in the year, 
That Charlie cam* to our tonn, 

The young Chevalier. 
O Charlie is my darling, 

My darling, my darling, 
O Charlie is my darling. 

The yonng Chevalier! 

2 As he was walking up the street, 

The city for to view, 
O there he spied a bonnie lass 
The window looking through. 



8 Sae licht he jumped up the stair 
And tirrd at the pin. 
And wha sae ready as herseV 
To let the laddie in ! 

4 He set his Jenny on his knee, 

All in his HlghUnd dress. 
For brawly weel he ken'd the way 
To please a bonnie lass. 

5 It*s up yon heathery mountain, 

And down yon scroggy glen. 
We daurna gang a milking. 
For Charlie and his men. 



'•When Sir Walter Scott, during his last Illness, was at Naples, his friend. Sir William Gell, overheard him repeathig i 
▼erses ahnost Inaudtbly. Sir William caught the lines of the last stanza of the above song, and knew that the great bard's mind 
was reverting to his dear native Scotland. 



O CHARLIE IS MY DARLIN"G* 

THE ORIGINAL 
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ling, my dar - ling, O Char - lie is my 
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• A stirring Jacobite song. The origin of the melody Is unknown. 

As to the words, there are seveml other versions, of which we elve two. ( See foUowlng.> 
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O CHARLIE IS MY DARLING 
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dar - ling» The young chev - a - lier. 1. 'Twas on a Hon - day mom - Ing, When 

2. And mo - ny a gal - lant Scottish chief. Came 

3. They wad na bide to chase the roes. Or 

4. Now up the wild Glen -ev - is. And 
6. A - round our Soot - tish thistles' head, There's 
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round their Prince to 

start the moun - tain 

down by Loch - y 

mo - nya point - ed 
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clear. That Char - lie to the Highlands came. The 

cheer; For Char - lie was their dar - ling. The 

deer; But aff they march'd wi' Char - lie. The 

side. Young Mai- colm leaves his sheal - ing, And 

spear. And mo - nya sword shall wave a- round Our 
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gal - lant chev - a - lier. 

young chev - a - lier. 

jkal - lant chev - a - lier. 
Don - aid leaves his bride, 

young chev - a - lier. 
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dar -ling, my dar • ling, O Char - lie Is mjr dar • lingiThe young obey -a- Uer. 
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JESSIE, THE FLO WEE O' DUMBLAiJE 



Bobert Tannahill. (1774-1810) 
AndanU setnplice, ^= 100 



B. A. Smith 
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lof - ty Ben - lomond, And left the red clouds to pre - ftlde o'er the scene, While lone-ly I stray in the 
blythe as she's bonpie ; Forguile-less si inpli - ci -ty marks her its ain; And far be the vil-lain di - 
met wi* ray Jes-sie I The sports o' the clt - y seem*d f ool-ish and vain ; I ne'er saw a nymph I could 
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simmer gloamin\To muse on sweet Jes-sie, The flow*r o' Dumblane.Ho w sweet is the brier wi' its 
- ed o' feeling, Wha'd blight in its bloom the sweet flow'r o' Dumblane.Siug on,thou sweet ma-vis, thy 
my dear las-sie, Till char m'd wi* sweet Jessie, the flow'r o' Damblane.Tho* mine were the sta-tion o* 
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saf t f auld - in* blossom ! And sweet Is the blrk wi' Its man-tie o* green ; Yet sweet-er and fair-er, and 
hymn to the evening,Thou'rtdeartothe ech- oes of Cald-er-wood-glen : Saedear to this bos-om, sae 
lof - tl - est grandeur, A - midst its pro-fu-sion I'd lan-gnish in pain, And reck-on as nae-thing the 
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JESSIE. THE FLOWER 0' DUNBLANE 
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IF 



dear to this bo -som, Is love -ly yoang Jes-sie, the flower o* Dunblane, Is love - ly yoang Jessie, Is 

art -less and winning Js charming young Jessie, the flower o* Dunblane, Is charming young Jessie, Is 

height o' its splendor, If want-ing sweet Jes-sie, the flower o' Dunblane, If want-ing sweet Jessie, If 
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love-ly young Jessie, Is love-ly young Jessie, the flower o' Dunblane. 

charming young J'essie, Is charming yoong Jessie, the flower o' Duublane. 

wanting young Jessie, If wanting young Jessie, the flower o* Dunblane. 
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Allegretto acherzoso 



GET UP AlfTD BAR THE DOOR* 

Arranflred by T. M. Mudla 
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2. " My band la In my 





^=e: 



i^A. 



I L< — 5=1— 13 — ^-^^ — i^+i^-« ^ - ^—d^ 



|t=*=pi=*=ft 



r g>> #<irjHry^-# 



fciii^ 



j^+i^-gr 



Mart*-mas time, And a gay time it was then, O ! When our gudewife had puddings to male' And she 
buss -w'f-skap, Gude-man,as ye may see, O !As it should na be barr*d this bun - dred year. It's 
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•First published by David Herd, in 1778. 
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boird them in the pan, 01 
no be barr'd for me O!" 
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2. The wind blew caoldfne 
4. They made a pac-tion 




* Gude - man. 
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ye've spoken the 
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north to south ; And blew in - to the floor, O I Qnoth oar gude - man to 
'tween them twa, They made it firm and sure, O I Wha - ev - er spak the 
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I'n . . kiss the gude - wife, O, 



^"iir= 



^^ 



tsz^ 



our gudewife, ** Get up and shut the door, O!" 
fore - mo8t word Should rise and bar the door, O I 
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6 Then by there came twa gentlemen. 
At twelve o'clock at night, O I 
And they could neither see house nor ha* » 
Nor coal nor candle light, O ! 

6 Now, whether is this a rich man's house. 
Or whether is it a poor, O? 
But never a word wad one o* them speak, 
For barring o* the door, O ! 



8 Then said the ane unto the ither — 

*' Here, man, tak* ye my knife, O! 
Do ye tak' aflTthe auld man's beard. 
And I'll kiss the gudewife, O! " 

9 ** But there's nae water in the house, 

And what shall we do then, O? " 
•* What ails ye at the puddin' broo, 
That boils into the pan, O?" 



T And first they ate the white puddings. 
And then they ate the black, O ! 
Though muckle thought the gudewife to hersel', 
Tet ne'er a word she spak', O ! 



10 O up then started our gudeman, 
And an angry man was he, O I 
•* Will ye kiss my wife before my een. 
And scaud me wi' the pudding bree, Of 



11 Then up and started our gudewife, 
Gled three skips on the floor, O ! 
** Gudeman, ye've spoken the foremost word, 
Gtet up and bar the door, O I " 
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BARBARA ALLAl^T 



Andante. 
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1. It was In and a-bout the Mart-*ina8 tinie,Wlien the green leaves were a fall -In*, 

2. O, hoo-ly, hoo-ly, rase she np, To the place where he was ly - in\ 
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Sir John Greroe, in the west conn - trie, Fell In love wl* Bar - b*ra Al 
when she drew the cur - tain by — "Young man, I think ye're dy 
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He sent his man down thro* the town, To the place where she war dwall- 
'It's oh, Fm siclt, Fm ver - y sick, And if8 a* for Bar-b*ra Al-lan!"**0, 



ll-ln*, " O, 
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haste and come to my mas -ter dear. Gin ye be Bar -b*ra A1-lan.'* 
better for me ye'se nev- er be,Tho'your hearths blude were a - spill-in'." 
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8 **0h, dinna ye mind, young man,** she said, 
**When the red wine ye w t-^ flllin*, 
That ye made the healths gae round and round, 
And slichtlt* Barb*ra Allan?" 

4 He turn*d his face unto the wa*. 
And death was with him dealin*; 
** Adieu, adieu, my dear friends a*. 
And be kind to Barb'ra Allan." 

6 And slowly, slowly rase she up. 
And slowly, slowly left him. 
And si&fhln' said, she could not stay. 
Since death of life had reft him. 
• 81iglited. 



6 She handa gane a mile but twa, 

When she heard the deid-bell knellin'; 
And ev*ry jow that the deid-bell gi'ed. 
It cried, *» Woe to Barbara Allan I " 

7 "Oh, mother, mother, mak* my bed. 

And mak* it saft and narrow. 

Since my love died for me to-day, 

Fll die for him to-morrow." 

8 **0h, mother, mother, mak* my bed. 

And mak' it saft and narrow. 
Since my love died for me to-day, 
1*11 die for him to-morrow." 



LORD RONALD 
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Arranflred by T. M. Mudle 
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where ha'e ye been. Lord Ron - aid, my 

got ye frae yonr sweet-heart, Lord Ron - aid, my 
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son? O where ha*e ye 

son? What got ye frae your 




been, . . Lord Ro - nald, my 
sweet-heart, Lord Ro - nald, my 



son? I ha'e been wl' my sweet-heart, mother, 
son? [ ha'e got dead - ly poi - son, mother. 
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soon, For life 
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Mwlcrnto, 



THE ROSE OF ALLANDALE 
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The morn was fair, the skies were clean No breath came o*er the sea, 
Wher-e*er I wandered, east or west, Tho' fate be-^an to lour. 
And when my fe - vered lips were pare h'd On Af - rlc*sburn-ing sand, 
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Ma- ry left her high- land cot. And wandered forth -with me: Tho* flow - ersdeck'd the 

sol - ace still was she to me. In sorrow's lone - ly honr ; When tempests lash*d oar 
whispers hopes of hap - pi - ness, And tales of dis - tant land; My life had been a 
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moun - tain's side, And fra • grance flU'd the vale, By far the sweet-est flow - er there. Was the 
gal • lant bark. And rent her shiver - ing sail. One maid- en form wlth-stood the 8torm,Twas the 
wll • der- ness, Un-blest by for - tune's gale, Had fate not Itnk'd my lot to hers. The 
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THE ROSE OF ALLANDAL.B 
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Was the Rose of Al - Ian - dale, the Rose of * Al - Ian 
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By far the sweet- est flow-er there, Was the Rose of Al - Ian - dale. 
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FAIREST MAID OI^ DEVOID BA:N"KS* 

Air.—" ROTHMURCHE'S RANT" 



The last sang vrriUen by Bums 

1 Fairest maid on Devon banks. 
Crystal Devon, winding Devon, 
Wilt thou lay that frown aside. 
And smile as thou were wont to do? 
Full well thou know'st I love thee, dear! 
Could^st thou to malice lend an ear ! 
O ! did not love exclaim *' Forbear, 
Nor use a faithful lover so." 



2 Then come, thou fairest of the fair. 
Those wonted smiles, O let me share; 
And by thy beauteous self I swear. 
No love but thine my heart shall know. 
Fairest maid on Devon banks, 

Crystal Devon, winding Devon, 
Wilt thou lay that frown aside. 
And smile as thou were wont to do? 



• Bums wrote these verses to be set to the same air as " Lassie With The Lint- White Locks." The letter containing the 
song was dated July I2tli, 1796. Nine days afterwards the poet was dead. It is generally believed that this was his last song. 
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• Richard Hewitt, the«author of these lines, when a boy, resided with Dr. Blacklock, the blind poet, in Cumberland. Young 
Hewitt acted as his guide and amanaensis. Afterwards, the young man became secretary to Lord Milton, and died in 1794. 
Boslin Castle stands on the north bank of the Esk, a few miles southwest of Edinburgh. 
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KOSLIN CASTLE 
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of the year, When all things gay and 
breath-lng spring With rap - tare warms, a 
ev - 'ry spray, Each feath-er'd warb-ler 
Co - Un's lay With rap - ture calls. O 



sweet ap-pear, That Co - lin, with the 

wake and sing, A - wake and join the 

tunes his lay ; *T Is beau - ty fires the 

come a - way ! Come, while the Muse this 
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mom - Ing ray, A - rose and 

vo - cal throng, Who hall the 

rav - Ished throng, And love In • 

wreath shall twine A - ronnd that 



sung his 

morn - Ing 

spires the 

mod - est 
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with a song! To 

melt - ing song. Then 

brow of thine. O! 
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Nan- nle's charms the shep - herd sung, The hills and dales of Nan -nle rung ; While 

Nan - nle raise the cheer- f ul lay ; O I bid her haste and come a - way : In 

let my rap - tured notes a - rise, For beau - ty darts from Nan -nle's eyes, And 

hlth - er haste, and with thee bring That b3au - ty bloom-In^ like the spring. Those 




W^ 



f^^f 



^^m= Jr^ ^E^^ ^^=f^^ ^M 



"W 

I 

^ 




m. 



iurr 



T 



€= 



^ 



'■^^^ 



£: 



^ 



^^g^^^pE^^^^^^^ 



^D.C. 



i 



Ros - lln Cas - tie heard the swain, And ech - oed back the cheer- fnl 

sweet- est smiles her - self a - dorn. And add new grac - es to the 

love my ris - Ing bos - om warms. And fills my soul with sweet a - 

grac • es that dl - vine - ly shine. And charm this rav - lsh*d heart of 
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larms. 
mine! 
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THE CAMPBELLS AEE COMING* 

Arranered by Finlay Dun 




Allegro. .^. 
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The Campbells are com-ln*, O- ho, O - hoi The Campbells are com-in*, O - ho, O- ho! The 
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Campbells are com - In* to bon - nie Lochle - ven ; The Campbells are com - In', O - ho, O - ho ! 
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1. Up - on the Lomonds I lay, I lay. Up -on the Lomonds I lay, I lay; I 

2. Great Ar - gyle he goes be - fore, He makes the cannons and guns to roar, Wf* 

3. The Camp - bells are a* In arms. Their loy - al faith and truth to show; Wr 
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look - ed down to bon - nle Loch-le - ven, And saw three bon - nle perch • es play, 
sound o* trum-pet, pipe, and drum. The Campbells are com-ln*, O - ho, O - ho I 
ban - ners ratt- ling in the wind, The Campbells are com-ln*, O - ho, O - hoi 
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• The " Great Argyle " of this song Is supposed to hare been John Campbell, Duke of Argyle, commander of the royal forces 
of Scotland during the rebeUlon of 171ft. He was respected as a thoroughly patriotic Scotchman. ( See Sir Walter Scott 's " Heart 
of Mid Lothian. " ) ( See also the song " Bonnie Dundee." pige 172 the words of which were written to the aboTe ma'ody, by 
Scott) 
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Francis Sempla 
Animato. J = 104 



MAGGIE LAUDEK 

OLD SCOTCH AIR 



Arranged by J. T. Surenne 




1. Wha^ad-na be in love Wr bon -nle Mag-gie Lau - der? A pip -er met her gaun to Fife, And 
2 "Maggie"quo' he/'andby my bags. I'm fld^* - In* fain to see thee, Sit down by me.my bon -nle bird. In 
8.»*Plper",quo*Mag"ha*eyeyour bag8?0r Is your drone In or - der? If ye be RobJ've heard of you ;L.ive 
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speir'd what was't they ca'd her ; Right sooraf ull y she answer'd him/' Begone, ye hallaoshaker ! Jog on your gate, ye bladdersliate . My 
troth I win -na steer thee :For I*m a pip-erto my trade. My name is Rob the Ranter; The lasses loap as tliey were daft. When 
yoo op - on the bor-der? The lasses a*,baith far and near. Have heard of Rob the lianter ; 1*11 shake my foot wi* rightgade will,Gif 
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name is Mag-gie Lau-der." 

I blaw up my chan-ter." 

you'll blaw up your chan-ter." 
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For the first ■ ourversesM For tht last verse. 
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4 Then to his bags he flew wi* speed, 

About the drone he twisted ; 
Meg up and wallop'd o'er the green, 

For brawly could she frisk it. 
**Weel done!" quo* he — *'play upl" quo' she; 

"Weel bobb'dl" quo' Rob the Ranter; 
•**T is worth my while to play indeed, 

When I ha'e sic a dancer." 



"Weel ha'e you play'd your part," quo* Meg, 

"Your cheelcs are like the crimson ; 
There's none in Scotland plays sae weel. 

Since we lost Habbie Slmson. 
I've lived in Fife, baith maid and wife. 

These ten years and a quarter; 
Gin ye should come to Anster fair, 

Speir ye for Maggie Lauder." 



THE OANTIE SPRING 



By Capt. Charles Oray, R. M. 

Sequel to "Maggie Lauder/ 

1 The cantie spring scarce raised her head, 

And winter yet did bland her, 
When the Rant?r came to Anster Fair 

And spier'd for Maggie Lauder. 
A snug wee house in ttie East Green « 

Its shelter kindly lent her; 
Wi' cantie ingle, clean hearthstane, 

Meg welcomed Rob the Ranter. 

2 Then Rob made bonnie Meg his bride. 

An' to the kirk they ranted ; 
He play'd the auld "East Nook o' Fife," 
An' merry Maggie vaunted, 



Same Air. 

That Hab hlmsel' ne'er played a spring. 

Nor blew sae weel his chanter. 
For he made Anster town to ring; 

An' whar's like Rob the Ranter? 

For a' the talk an' loud reports. 

For ever gaed against her, 
Meg provcu a true an* caref u' wifa. 

As ever was in Anster. 
And since the marriage knot was tled» 

Rob swears he could na want her, 
For he lo'es Maggie as his life, 

An' Meg lo'es Rob the Ranter. 



« Written by Francis Semple. of Renfrewshire, ( about the middle of the 17th century.) who was the author of *' Banishment 
of Poverty," and other pieces. Tlie melody was reproduced in Gay's opera, ** Achilles,'' in 1733. We print atoo the " sequel " of 
Maggie Lauder, written by Capt Cliarles Gray, B. M. 
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THE WAEFU' HEART* 



MlssSuBannaBlaznlre, (1747 — 1704) 
Andante, * 



Arranged by T. M. Mudle 




1. Gin 11 V - in' worth couTd win my heart. You would na spealL in vain; But 

2. Yet, oh I gin heav*n in mer - cy soon Would grant the boon I crave, And 
8. I come, I come, my Ja - mledear. And, oh, wi' what gude will I 




in the dark-some grave 'tis laid, Ne'er,ne'er to rise a • gain. My wae - fu' heart lies 
take this life, now nae- thing worth, Sin Ja - mle*s in his grave I And see ! his gen - tie 
fol - low, where-so - e'er ye lead I Ye can - na lead to 111! She said, and soon a 
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low wi' his, Whose h ^art was on - ly mine ; And, oh !what a heart was that to lose ; But 
splr - it comes,To show me on my way; Sur- prised, nae doubt,! still am here, Sair 

dead-ly pale Her te - ded cheek pos - sess'd; Her wae - fu' heart for-got to beat; Her 
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I mann no re - pine, 
won-dering at my stay, 
sor-rows sunk to rest. 
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•Published In London, 1788. 
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Tbomaa Lyle. (1792 — 1860 ) 
Andante. 



KELTIN GROVE • 
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Arranged by J. T. Boreime 
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1. Let us haste to Kel-vln grove, bon-nie las- sle, O, Thro* its maz-es let ns rove, bon-nie 

2. Let us wan-der by the mill, bon-nle las- sle, O, To the cove be - side the rill, bon-nie 
8. O Kel-vln banks are fair, bon-nle las - sle, O, When In summer we are there, bon-nle 




las- cie, O, Where the rose In all her pride. Paints the hoi -low dln-gle side ; Where the 
las - sle, O, Where the glens rebound the call, Of the roar-lng wa - ters' f all, Thro* the 
las- sle, O, There the Mayplnk's crimson phi me,Throws a soft, but sweet perfume. Round the 




midnight fal - rles glide, bon-nle las - sle, O. 

mountain's rock-y hall, bon-nie las- sie, O. 

y el-low bands of broom, bon-nle las - sie, O. 
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4 Though I dare not call thee mine, bonnle lassie, O, 
As the smile of fortune's thine, bonnie lassie, O, 

Yet with fortune on my side, 
I could stay thy father's pride, 
And win thee for my bride, bonnie lassie, O. 

5 But the frowns of fortune lower, bonnie lassie, O, 
On thy lover at this hour, bonnie lassie, O, 

Ere yon golden orb of day. 
Wake the warblers on the spray. 
From this land I must away, bonnie lassie, O. 



6 Then farewell to Kelvin grove, bonnie lassie, O, 
And adieu to all I love, bonnie lassie, O, 

To the river winding clear, 
To the fragrant scented brier. 
Even to thee of all most dear, bonnie lassie, O. 

7 When upon a foreign shore, bonnie lassie, O, 
Should I fall midst battle's roar, bonnie lassie, O, 

Then, Helen I shouldst thou hear 
Of thy lover on his bier, 
To his memory shed a tear, bonnie lassie, O, 



• This melody was an old favorite in the West of Scotland ; and it is now universally known. 
Thomas Lyle, the author of the verses which have become so indlssolubly connected vith the tune, was a medial 
practitioner in Glasgow, and was also promhient in literature. 



MAET MOEISOl^ 

Air— "THE MILLER" 
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Robert Buma. (1760-1796) 
Moderato e con tenerezza. 
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1. O Ma - ry, at thy 

2. Yes-treen, when to the 

3. O Ma - ry, canst thou 
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"Win - dow be; It is 
stent - ed string. The dance 
wreck his peace, Wha for 



the wish'd, the tryst - ed hour: Those smiles and glan - ces 
gaedthro' the lich - tit ha', To thee my fan - cy 
thy sake wad glad - ly dee? Or canst thou break that 
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let me see, That make the 
took its wing ; I sat, but 
heart of his, Whase on - ly 
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mi - ser's treas-ure poor. How blythely wad I bide the stoure, A 
neith - er heard nor saw. Tho* this was fair, and that was braw, And 
faut is lov - Ing thee? If love for love thou wilt na gi*e. At 
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wea - ry slave frae sun 
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least be pit - y to 



to sun. Could I the rich re - ward se - cure. The 

the town, I sigh'd and said a - mang them a', Ye 

me shown, A thocht un - gen - tie can - na be The 
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love-ly Ma - ry Mo - ri-son. 
are na Ma - ry Mo - ri-son. 
thocht of Ma - ry Mo - ri-son. 
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MT WIFE'S A WINSOME WEE THING 



Bol>ert Bums. (1760-1706) 
AUegretto. 




wife's a win-some wee thing. She is a handsome wee thing, She is a bon -nie 




nev-er lo'ed a dear- er, And neist my heart Til wear her, 'For fear my lew -el tine, 
bon -nie, bli thesome, wee thing; Sae lang's I ha'e my wee thing I'll think my lot di - vine, 
may see mei - kle mair o't, Wi' her I'll blithe-ly bear It, And ne'er a word re - pine. 
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O, FOR ANE-AND-TWENTT, TAM 

Air — **UP IN THE MORNING EARLY" 
By Robert Bums 

Chorus. 

An O, for ane-and-twenty, Tam, 2 A gleib o' lan\ a olant o' gear. 

An' hey sweet ane^nd-twenty, Tam, Was left me by my auntie, Tam ; 

I'll learn my kin a rattlin' sang, At kith or kin I need na spier. 

An I saw ane-and-twenty, Tam. An I saw ane-and-twenty, Tam. Gho. 



1 They snool me sair, and hand me down. 
And gar me look like bluntie, Tam ! 
But three short years will soon wheel roun'— 
And then comes ane-and-twenty, Tam. Cho. 



3 They'll hae me wed a wealthy coof, 
Tho' I mysel' hae plenty, Tam; 
But hear'st thou, laddie — there's my loof — 
T 'm thine at ane-and-twenty, Tam. Cho. 



CJP IN THE MOENING EARL\ 



20ft 



JohnHamOton. (Died 1814) 
Mmlernto, 
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1. Caoldblaws the wind fne north to soath, The drift Is drift-iog sair - ly; Theaheepftrecow'riog in the heugh, O 

2. Loud roars the blast a - mang the woods, And tlrls the brmches bare- ly; On hill and boose hear how it thods, The 
S. The son peeps owre yon southland hills, Like on - y tim - *roas car - lie, Jost blinks a wee, then sinks a- gain; And 




Sirs! its win - ter fair - ly. Now up In the morning 's no for me, Up in the morning ear-ly ; Td 
frost Is nip - ping salr - ly. Now np in the morning 's no for me, Up in the morning ear -ly ; To 
that we feel se - vere - ly. Now up In the morning's no for me. Up in the morning ear-ly ;Whei 
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rathergaesupperless to my bed, Than rise in the mornins: ear - ly. 
sit a*nlchtwadbet- ter a-gree. Than rise In the morning ear - ly. 
snaw blaws lo at the chlmley cheek, Wha*d rise In the morning ear - ly? 
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4 Nae Unties lit on hedge or bush; 

Poor things, they suffer sairly ; 
In oauldrife quarters a' the niont; 

A' day they feed but sparely. 
Kow up in the morning 's no for mo, 

Up in the morning early; 
A pennyiess purse I wad rather dree. 

Than rise in the morning early. 



5 A cosie house and canty wife, 

Ave keep a body oheerly ; 
And pantries stow'd wl' meat and drink. 

They answer unco rarely. 
But up in the morning — na, na, na! 

Up In the morning early I 
The gowans maun glent on bank and brae. 

When I rise in the morning early. 



• This song to said to haTe been a favorite of Queen Mar>% tlie consort of William III. 

The tune is one of the very oldest of Scotch melodies. 

Bums composed three verses to it, ( see preceding.) It had, however, been published to other words than either of the sets 
mentioned, by John Hilton, in 1602. 

The version given above Is the popular one, known as *' Cauld blaws the wind, " eto. The old-fashioned accompaniment is 
pfeserved. 
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John Lowe. (1760 — 1708 ) 
LargheUo, 



MART'S DREAM' 
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1. The moon had olim'd the high - est hill Which ris - es o'er the source of Dee, 

2. She from her pil - low gen - tly raised Her head, to ask who there might be, 

3. Three storm-y nights and storm- y days, We toss'd np - on the rag - ing main; 

4. O maid -en dear, thy- self pre -pare; We soon shall meet up- on that shore 
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from the east- em sum- mit shed Her sil - ver light on tow'r and tree; When 

saw young San - dy shiver-ing stand, With vis - age pale, and hoi - low e'e. '*0 

long we strove our bark to save. But all our strlv - ing was in vain. E'en 

love is free from doubt and care. And thou and I shall part no more! "Loud 
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Ma- ry laid her down to sleep. Her thoughts on San-dy far at sea; When 

Ma- ry dear, cold is my day; It lies be - neath a storm - y sea; Far, 

then, when hor - ror chili'd my blood. My heart was fil I'd with love for thee; The 

crow'dthe cock, the shad-ow fled; No more of San-dy could she see: But 
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soft and low, a 
far from thee, I 
storm is past, and 
soft the pass - ing 
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voice was heard, 

sleep in death, 

I at rest ; 

spir - it said: ' 
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Say,— * 'Ma - ry, 

So Ma - ry. 

So Ma - ry. 

Sweet Ma - ry. 



weep 
weep 
weep 
weep 
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no 
no 
no 



more for 

more for 

more for 

more for 



me!" 
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me I 
me I" 
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• While the author of this poem was acting as tutor In the family of Mr. Macghle. at Airds, an estate near the oonfluenoe of 
the Dee and the Ken, a young man named Alexander Miller, who was the lover of Miss Mary Macghie, was drowned at sea; and 
this event gave occasion for the tonching song that preserves Ix>we'8 name. John Lowe was the son of a gardener at Kenmure 
Castle in Oalloway. It is said that his life was full of misfortune. He died In America about the close of the 18th century. 
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WTHEN THE KTE OOMES HAME* 

Air— "THE BLATHRIE OT" 



James Hoffff. (1726-1838) 
ModercUtf. 



Arranged by J. T. Surenne 
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1. Come all ye jol - ly shepherds That 
8. 'TIS not beneath the burgo-net, Nor 

8. Then the Uaokbird bigs his nest For the 
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whistle thro* the glen, I'll tell ye of a se - cret That cour-tlers din - na lien. What 
yet be-neath the crown, 'Tis not on couch of vel - vet. Nor yet on bed of down : 'T is be- 
mate he loves to see, And np up-on the tapmost bongb, Oh, a hap - py bird is he I Then he 




is the greatest bliss That the ton^e o* man can name? Tls to woo a bon-nie las-sie When the 
neath the spreading birch, In the dell Avith-ont a name, Wl* a bon-nle, bon - nie las-sle, When the 
pours his melt-lng dlt - ty And love 't Is a' the theme. And heMl woo his bon - nle las sie. When the 




kye comes hame. When the kye comes hame. When the kye comes hame, *Tween the 




• This song first appeared in the author's novel *' The Three Perils of MaD. *^ ( 1821.) The grammatical error in the last line 
of each verse Is intentional. Hogg said tliat he was singing it, once, in the oorrecc way — the kye corns hame — when a tailor r& 
marked that it " was a terrible affectit way. " So the author preserved the common expression of tlie Scotch peasantrv. 
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gloam-i r nnd the mirk, When the kye comes hame. 




4 When the bluart bears a pearl, 

And the daisy turns a pea, 
And the bonnle Incken gowan 

Has fauldlt np his e'e, 
Then the laverock frae the bine lift 

Draps down, and thinks nae shame 
To woo his bonnle lassie 

When the kye comes hame. 

5 Then the eye shines sae bright. 

The halll soul to beguile, 
There 's love In ev'ry whisper. 

And Joy In ev'ry smile; 
O, who wonld choose a crown, 

Wr its perils and Its fame. 
And miss a bonnl'^ lassie 

When the kye comes hame? 



See yonder pawky shepherd 

That lingers on the hill — 
His yowes are In the fauld, 

And his lambs are lying stUl; 
Yet he downs gang to rest. 

For his heart Is In a Hame 
To meet his bonnle lassie 

When the kye comes hame. 

' Awa* wl* fame and fortune-^ 

What comfort can they gl'e?— 
And a' the arts that prey 

On man*s life and libertle! 
Gl'e me the highest Joy 

That the heart o* man can frame; 
My bonnle, bonnle lassie. 

When the kye comes hame I 



KINLOOH 

ENCHANTRESS, FAREWELL* 

Sir Walter Scott. (1771-1882) 



Oeorge Klnloeh 




chant-ress, fare- well, who so oft has de-coy*dme, At the close of the eve - nlng thro' 

joy thou couldst dou-ble, and when there came sor-row Or pale dls - ap - polnt-ment to 

thou that once taught me, In ac -cents be -wall- Ing, To sing how a war- rior lay 
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> A iHSwell to the Muse ;wtttteD during Illness. The melody is " KInloeh ot Klnloeh.' 
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wood-lauds to roam, Where the for - est - er, *lat - ed, with won -der es - pled me Seek 
dark - en my way, What voice was like thine that conld sing of to - mor-row, Till for- 
stretch'd on the plain, And a maid - en hung o'er him with aid un - a - vail - ing, And 
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out the wild scenes he was qnit- ting for home. Fare-well, and take with thee thy 
got in the strain was the grief of to • day ! But when friends drop a •round ns in 
held to his lips the cold gob • let in vain. As vain those en - chant-ments, O 
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num - bers,wild speak- ing The lan-guageal - ter- nate of rap - ture and woe; Oh! 

life's wea - ry wan - ing. The grief, queen of num - bers,thou canst not as - suage ;Nor the 

queen of wild num -bers. To a bard when the reign of his fan - cy is o'er, And the 
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none but some lov-er whose heart-strings are break-log, The pang that I feel at our parting can know, 
grad - ual estrangement of those yet re -maln-lng. The lan-guor of pain, and the chillness of age. 
quick pulse of f eel-ing In ap - a - thy slumbers — FareweU,then,Enchantres8 ! I meet thee no more. 
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MY AIN KIND DEARIE, 0» 

Old Aik— "LEA RIG" 



Robert Faryufleon and Wm. Beld 
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ye gang o*er the lea -' rig, My aln i ! . kind dear 
herds i¥i' kent or col - lie there Shall ev - er come to fear 
gloam- In', if my lane I be, Oh, bnt I'm won-droas eer • 
thro' the blrks the bum-nle rows, Aft ha'e I sat fn' chee 
tho' the night were ne'er sae dark. And I were nger sae wea • 



ie, O, And 

ye, 01 But 

le, 01 And 

rle, O; Up 

ry, O, I'd 



end - die there fa' 
lare-rocks whlst-lia* 
moQ - y a heav - y 
- on the bon -nie 
meet thee on the 




dear - ie, 



At thorn - y bash. 



the air. Shall woo, like me, their dear - ie, 01 While ith - ers herd 



sigh I gi'e. When ab - sent frae my 
green-sward howes Wi' thee, my kind . . 
lea - rig, My aln kind . . 



dear 
dear 
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Ie, 
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Bat seat - ed 'neath 
I've conrt-ed till 



lea - rig, 



dear - ie, O. While in this wea 
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I've 
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birk - en tree, We'll daff, and ne'er be wea - ry, O. 

lambs and ewes. And toil for warld's . . gear, my jo, 

milk - white thorn, In eve - ning fair and clear - Ie, ; 

heard the craw Of hon - est chant - 1 - cleer - ie, O, 

warld of wae. This wil - der - ness sae drear - y, O, 



They'll scug ill e'en frae 
Up - on the lea my 
En - rap - tur'd, a' my 
Yet nev - er miss'd my 

What makes me blythe and 
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• The first two verses of this song are by Fergussoti ; the other was added by Wm. Reid. 
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you and me, My aia kiad (• i- > , O! 

pleas-nre grows, Wl* thee, my kind dear - ie, O ! 

cares Iseom, When yrV my kind dear-le, 01 

sleep a-va When wl' my kind dear-le, O! 

keeps mesae?Tis thee, my kind dear«le, Ot 
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Bobert Bums 

1 When o'er the hiU the eastern star 

Tells bughtin'-time is near, my jo ; 
And owsen f rae the furrow'd field 

Return sae dowf and weary, O ; 
Down by the burn where scented blrks 

Wi* dew are hanging clear, my ]o, 
111 meet thee on the lea-rig. 

My ain kind dearie, O. 

8 In roirkest glen, at midnight hoar, 
I*d rove, and ne'er be eerie, O ; 
If through that glen I gaed to thee, 
My ain kind dearie, O! 



MT AIN KI1^T> DEAEIE, O 

Air — "THE LEA-RIG- 



Although the night were ne'er sae wild, 
And I were ne'er sae weary, O, 

I'd meet thee on the learrig, 
My ain kind dearie, O I 

8 The hanter lo'es the morning sun, 

To rouse the mountain deer, my Jo; 
At noon the fisher seeks the glen, 

Along the burn to steer my jo ; 
Gi'e me the hour o' gloamin* gray, 

Itmak's my heart sae cheerle, O 
To meet thee on the lea-rig. 

My ain kind dearie, Ot 



FAEEWELL TO LOOHABER 



Bamsay. (1686—1768) 
Andante maestoso. 



Air— "LOCHABER' 



ArrsDged by T. M. Mudie 




1. Fare - well to Loch - a - ber, fare - well to my Jean, Where heart-some wi' 

2. Tho' hur - rl - canes rise, tho' rise er - 'ry wind, No tem - pest can 
8. Then glo - ry, my Jen -nie, maun plead my ex - cuse; Since hon - or com 
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her I ha'e mo - ny day been; For Loch- a - ber no 

e - qual the storm in my mind ; Tho' loud - est of 

mands me, how can I re - fuse? With - out it, I 
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ne'er can have 
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a - ber no more, We'll may - be re - turn to Loch - a - ber no more, 
loud - er waves roar, There's nae - thing like leav - In* my love on the shore, 

mer - it for thee; And los - Ing thy fa - vor I'd bet - ter not be. 
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These tears that I 
To leave thee be 

I gae then, my 



shed they are all for my dear, And no for the 
hind me my heart is sair pain'd ; But by ase that's in 
lass, to win hon - or and fame; And if I should 
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dan - gers at - tend - ing on weir; Tho* borne on rough seas to a 

glo - rlous no fame can be gain'd; And bean - ty and love 'a the re - 

chance to come glo - ri - ous hame, I'll bring a heart to thee with 
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t9S dls - tant shore, 
ward of the brave; 
love run - ing o'er, 



May - be to re - turn to Loch - a - ber no more. 
And I maun de - serve it be - fore I can crave. 
And then I'll leave thee and Loch - a - ber no more. 
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Sir Walter Scott. (1771-1832) 
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1. Oh yoang Loch-ln - var Is come out of the 'west; Thro' all the wide bor-der his 
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Steed was the best ; And save his good bnndsword lie weapon had none, And he rode all nnnrnVd. and he 
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rode all a-lone. So faith-ful in love,and so dauntless in war, There nev-er was knight like the yoong Loch-in-var. 
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So faith- f nl in love and so danntless in war,There nev-er was knight like the young Lochin-var. 
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2. He staid not for brake and he stopp'd not for stone ; He 
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YOUNG LOCHINVAB 
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swam the Esheiiy-er where ford there was none; But ere he a-llghted at Nether -by gate, The 




Bride had consented, the gal-lant came late. For a lag-gardin loye,and a das-tard In war, Was to 



^^^ 



tei 



w^^nw^ 



*=t 



?^ 



3aE 



ifc-t 



ifa^ 



^1 Hm 



:^^t^ 



^ 



fipzz r^r r^ ^ 



y-^ 



i 



Chorus. 



•> — ^ 



3=r3^ 



^^ 



-V-- 1^ 



^ 



M=jL-. 



TE^Tz 



wed the fair El - len of yoang Loch -in-var. For a lag - gard in love and a 
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dastard in war, Was to wed the fair Ellen of brave Lochinvar. 
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8 So boldly he entered the Netherby Hall, 
'Mongst bridesmen, and kinsmen, and brothers, and all : 
Then spoke the bride's father, his hand on his sword. 
For the poor craven bridegroom said never a word, — 
** O come ye in peace, here, or come ye in war, 6 

Or to dance at our bridal, young Lord Lochinvar? " 

4 I long woo'd your daughter ( my suit you denied ; 
Love swells like the Solway, but ebbs like its tide; 
And now am I come with this lost love of mine. 



To lead but one measure, drink one cup of wine. 
There are maidens in Scotland more lovely by far. 
Who would gladly be bride to the young Lochinvar. 

The Bride kissed the goblet, the Knight took it up ; 
He quaflTd off the wine, and he threw down the cup ; 
She look'd down to blush, and she look*d up to sigh, 
With a smile on her lip, and a tear in her eye. 
He took her soft hand, ere her mother could bar, 
•*Now tread we a measure," said young Lochinvar. 
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6. So state • ly his form, and so love - ly her face, That nev 
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gal -Hard did grace; While her mother did fret, and her fa- ther did fame. And the 
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bride-groom stood dangliDg his boo - net and plame ; And the bride - maidens whisper'd/twere bet - ter by 
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match'd onr fair coae-ln with young Lochlnvar And the bride - maid-ens whig - per'd, 'twere 
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by far To have matcb'd oar fair ooosin to yoabg Locb-iD-var. 




^ES 



ssjt 



f*^- 



eS 



5 



f 



g^-Ea- | L^3fti 



i^zat 



7 One touch of her. hand, and one word in her ear, 

When they reached the hall door, and the charger stood near; 

So light to the croup the fair Lady he swung, 

So light to the saddle before her he sprung I 

She's won I we are gone, o'er bank, bush, and scaur, 

" They'll have fleet steeds that follow, " said young Lochinrar. 

8 There was mounting 'mong Graemes of the Netherby clan, 
Foster, Penwicks and Musgraves, they rode and they ran ; 
There was racing and chasing on Cannobie Lee, 

But the lost bride of Netherby ne'er did they see. 

So daring in love, and so dauntless In war. 

Have ye e'er heard of gallant like young Lochlnvar? 
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WOO'D AND MARRIED AN"D A' 

Arranfired by Flnlay Dun 
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1. The bride she cam' out o' the byre, An', 

2. Out spake the bride's fa - ther, As 

3. Out spake the bride's mith-er, What 




O as 8hedlglited her cheeks. Sirs, I'm to be married the aight, And ha'e neither blankets nor sheets ;Ha'e 
he cam' in frae the pleugh ;0, hand yourtongue, mydochter, And ye'se get gear e-neagh,The 
de-ilneedsa' thi^ pride? I hadnae a pi ack in my pouch That night I was a bride; My 





neith - er blankets nor sheets.Nor scarce a cov-er-let too, The bride that has a' to bor-row,Has 

stirk stands r th*teth-er,And our bra' baw - si nt jade, Will car- ry ye liame your com. What 
gown was lin - sywoolsy. And ne'er a sark a va; And ye ha*e ribbons and bus - kins, 

-^ ^— ^ — Kr--^ ^-^ 1^- 



SE 



^^E^ZZ^^jfe^^^^^^A-J^J ^^^ 



B S i?^-g3Jij ^ 



#-^- 







^ 



3ID 



H 



I 



■^^. 



M. 



^ 



^J^J.N. r^' JrT/r C 



^^ 



fc=l2=^^=t 



* 



efen right muckle a - do. 
wad ye be at, ye jade? 
liae than ane or twa. 



Woo'd and married and a', 
Woo'd and married and a', 
Woo'd and married and a', 




Mar-ried and woo'd and a% And 
Mar-ried and woo'd and a'. And 
Mar-ried and weo'danda', And 
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• This air is very old. Alexander Boss, the writer of the words, was a schoolmaster in Lochlee. A song by Joanna Bailie, 
written for this same air and known as ** The Bride She Is Winiome and Bonnie," Is also used under the aboTe title. It has tte 
tame chorus. 
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was nae she ve- ry weel off That was woo*d and married and a*. 
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Out spake the bride's brither, 

As he came in wi' the kye ; 
Poor Willie wad ne'er ha'e ta'en ye 

Had he kent ye as weel as I ; 
For ye 're baith proud and sancy, 

And no for a poor man's wife; 
Gin I canna get a better, 

I'se ne'er tak' ane i' my life. 
Woe'd and married and a% etc. 



5 Out spake the bride's sister, 
As she came in f rae the byre ; 

gin I were but married. 
It's a' that I desire: 

But we poor folk maun live single. 
And do the best we can ; 

1 dinna care what I should want, 
If I could get but a roan. 

Woo'd and married and a', eta. 
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WE'RE A' KODDIlJr 



1 Gnddeen to yon, Kimmer, 
And how do ye do? 
Hiccup, quo' Kimmer, 
The better that I'm fou. 
We 're a' noddin, nid nid noddln, 
We *re a' noddin, at our house at 

S Kate sits i' the neuk, 
Snppin hen broo ; 
Deil tak' Kate 
An' she be na noddin toot 
We 're a' noddin, etc. 

8 How's a' wi' you, Kimmer, 
And how do ye fare? 
A pint o' the best o*t, 
And twa pints mair. 
We 're a' noddin, etc. 

4 How 's a' wi' you, Kimmer, 

And how do ye thrive ; 
How many bairns hae ye? 
Quo' Kimmer, I hae five. 
We 're a* noddin, etc. 

5 Are they a' JohnIe*H? 

Eh ! atweel no : 
Twa o' them were gotten 
When Johnie was awa. 
We 're a' noddin. etc. 

6 Cats like milk, 

And dogs like broo ; 
Lads like lasses weel» 
And lasses lads too. 
We "re a' noddin. etc. 



318 



WE'RE A' NODDIK 
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nid, nid/noddin%And we*rea' nod-din* at ourhonseathame.l.Gude e'en to ye, klmmer,And 

2.0 salr ha'e I foaght,Ear' and 

8. Wben he knocket at the door, I 
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are ye a -lane? O come and see how blythe are we. For Ja - mle he's cam' hame ; And 
late did I toil, My ba)r-nlc8 for to feed and dead. My comfort was their smile ;When I 



thocht I Icent the rap, And Ut-tle Ka-tie cried a - lond,"My dad -die he's cam'backT'A 
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O bot he*8 been long a- wa% And 0,my beart wassalr.As I 8obb-ed oot a long fare-well, May-be to meet me mair.Noo we^re 

thocht on Ja-mle far a-wa\ An' o' bis love sae fain, A bodin' thrill cam' thro' my heart. We'd maybe meet argaia.Koo we're 

stoan gaedthro' my anxious breast, As thochtfnlly I sat, I raise, I gazed,fell in his arms, And borsted oot and grat.Koo we're 



#''nr^ ^i^'— Lj ir tjztj 






-f&- 



PFb=p= 



i 



f; 



^ 



^ 



^m 



S 



^ 



^JLJ" JIJ ^jt l^ TTO Xj^^ 



EE 



nod -din', nid, nid, nod-din'. And we're a* nod - din' at onr house at hame. 
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•There are various readings of this old doggerel. Fart of it dates back as far as 1560. We present the old Tersion « aa 
much of It as is known ; and on the following page will be found that of Bums. Allan Cunningham wrote still another version. 
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THE BONNIB BANKS OF LOCH LOMOND. 
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1. By yon bon-nie banks, And by yon bon-nle braes. Where the 

2. 'Twas then that we part - ed In yon sha - dy glen On the 

3. The wee bird -ie sang And the wild flowers spring And in 
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sun shines bright on Looh Lo 
steep, steep side of Ben Lo 
sun - shine the wa - ters are sleep 
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mond. Where me and my true love Were 

mond. Where in pur - pie hue The 

ing, But the brok-en heart it kens Nae 
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ev - er want to gae Oh the bon-nie, bon-nle banks of Looh Lo - mond. Oh! 

High - land hills we view And the moon 00m - ing out in the gloam - ing. Oh ! 

seo - ond Spring a - gain Tho' the wae - ful may oease f rae their greet - ing. Oh I 
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ye'll take the high-road and ru take the low -road. And Pll be in Soot - land a - fore , ye; But 
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my true love will never meet again On the bonnie, bonnie banks of Looh Lo - mono 



me and 
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